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THE HUNGRY 











Every day poor discouraged friendless men 


come to St. Christopher's Inn hungry, footsore, 
and weary. We do what we can to take care 
of their needs and help them back on their 
feet. Last year we sheltered over 5,000 dif- 
ferent men at St. Christopher's Inn and served 
them over 150,000 meals. At present, with 
our newly completed addition, St. Christo- 
pher’s Inn can house 200 men. 


Your Meal Bond will enable us to continue 
this good work. 

Each Meal Bond entitles you to a remem- 
brance in the prayers and good works of the 
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Graymoor Friars and of the men who come to 
us for aid. In addition, for each Meal Bond 
donated, the Friars will arrange a set of 
Gregorian Masses to be said either for you 
after you die, or for someone else after he or 
she dies, or immediately for someone who is 
already deceased. This set of Gregorian 
Masses is our thanks to you for helping us in 
performing the Corporal Works of Mercy. 

If you would like to know more about 
St. Christopher's Inn, what it is, how it began 
and what it does, we will be only too glad 
to send you a brochure. 


Send bond subscriptions to the Father General, Graymoor, Garrison, New York 
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This Month 


Taxes 

There is little doubt that it would 
have been more appropriate to pub- 
lish our cover picture a month or 
so ago when everybody was busy 
figuring out tax forms, looking for 
receipted bills, and scratching for 
exemptions, but we didn’t have it 
ready then. Of course we could have 
held it for the appropriate time next 
vear because, while there might be 
a cut, taxes like death are inevitable. 
But we couldn't resist. 

Look at that portly, pompous 
clown in the gorgeous robe, with a 
hand full of money outstretched and 
a look of smug satisfaction on his 
face. You can almost hear what he 
is thinking, “I've got you now, Naza- 
rene, let’s see you get out of this 
one.” 

St. Matthew tells the whole story 
XXII, 15) ff. Our 


Lord’s enemies were secking a way 


in his Gospel, 


to discredit Christ and bring His 
ministry and popularity to an end 
and so they sent this fellow to pro- 
pose the question whether or not it 
was lawful to give tribute. or, in 
other words, to pay taxes to Caesar. 
The question was loaded in such a 
way that no matter what answer He 
gave Chi ist would be in trouble. It 
He were to say that it was lawtul to 
pay taxes to the hated Romans the 
people would become very angry 
and turn away from Him. Tf on the 
other hand, He were to sav that it 
was not lawful to pay the taxes the 
Romans would throw Him into jail. 

Our Lord voiced his indignation 
at the obvious trickery. “You hypo- 
crites,” He said, “show me the coin 
with which the tribute is paid.” In 
our picture our pompous friend has 
denarius, 
worth 
about 35 cents in our money. Christ 


just given Our Lord a 


which was a Roman coin 
asked, “Whose picture and _ inscrip- 
They 


Then came Our Lord’s 


tion are on it?” answered 
“Caesar's.” 
devastating and definitive rejoinder, 
“Render unto Caesar the things that 
are Caesar’s, and to God the things 
that are God's.” 

But where did the clown get the 
horn-rimmed spectacles? 


OUR COVER 
Render unto Caesar: by A. Arias 





Television 

A short time ago our Holy Fa- 
ther, Pope Pius XII, named St. Clare 
of Assisi patroness of the television 
industry. Consequently she has under 
her protection the actors, writers, 
producers, stagehands, cameramen 
and all others who work in this 
field. 

At any rate this is of great interest 
to the Society of the Atonement 
because like St. Clare we, too, are 
Franciscans. St. Clare was born in 
1193 of a noble family of Assisi. As 
a young girl she gave evidence of 
her true piety. Against the wishes 
of her parents she associated herself 
with St. Franeis and founded the 
Order of the Poor Clares. Later on 
she was joined by her sister, St. 
Agnes. 

Her health was not very good and 
on Christmas Eve the vear before 
she died she was confined to her 
bed. Since it was impossible for her 
to attend Mass she said to Our 
Lord, “Behold. vou have left) me 
Then 
she began to hear the organ music 
and the whole Mass unfolded before 
her just as it was being said. Because 


alone in this place with you.’ 


of this incident she was deemed the 
appropriate patroness for television. 
Vanguard 

Before it finally got one into or- 
bit on St. Patrick’s day, the Navy 
had had at considerable amount ot 
trouble with its rockets. After the 
frustration of several failures 12 
Protestant, Catholic, and 
scientists made a request of the 
Government that a St. Christopher 
attached to Vanguard. 


Jewish 


medal be 
Like any other suggested change in 
the design of a rocket this had to 
be a formal request made in writing. 
Under the heading “Reason for 
change” the scientists wrote “Addi- 
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Every Tuesday 
A NEW 


St. Anthony 
NOVENA 


Finder of things lost 
Worker of miracles 
Helper in necessities 


Ever since his canonization St. 


Anthony has been a favorite 
saint of millions. His interest 
in man and his prompt help 


have made him loved by all. 


Every day we receive many 
petitions to be included in our 
perpetual novena. Many 
letters of thanksgiving for 


favors are received every day. 


Why not invoke 
SAINT ANTHONY 
im your need 
A NEW WOVENA BEGINS EVERY TUESDAY 
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Correspondence 





Babysitter 
Dear Father: In thanksgiving for a favor 
recently received I promised to send 
$5.00 in honor of St. Anthony to thank 
him for my daughter's securing someone 
to be with her children while she was in 
the hospital for treatments for multiple 
sclerosis. My prayers were answered so 
please publish this letter in THe Lame. 
M.H. 
Thank you 
Dear Father: Would you print this for 
me? 

To all the wonderful people who so 
thoughttulls sent me religious pictures— 

I am most grateful for all the beautiful 
religions pi tures, prayer cards, etc., you 
sent me for my work in the C.C.D. These 
pi tures will he Ip us a great deal and be- 
cause of the great number of letters re- 
ceived it would be impossible to write to 
each one individually. Therefore 1 take 
this opportunity to thank you one and all 
tor your cri tous response, 

Mrs. Louise Fournier 
Examination 
Dear Father: While reading the Corre- 
sponce nee Column of THe Lamp a while 
ago, | was impressed by the great num- 
ber of favors granted to so many people 
through St. Anthony and the Blessed 
Virgin Mary. About a month later. T was 
to take comprehensive examinations for 
my Master's degree, and because T was 
certain. that To would fail them. T was 
ilmost at the point of despair I remem- 
bered the letters in Tae Laste and. for 
the very first time in my life, T made a 
promise to Our Blessed Mother that I 
would) send vou $5.00 for a Mass of 
Thanksgiving mn her honor and he gy you 
to have this letter published, if my re- 
quest’ was granted 

Perhaps the reason for my promise 
scems insignificant when compared with 
the burdens of others, but failing the 
examination would have affected my job, 
and so the matter was not so trivial. 

I hope this letter will help someone In 
distress to turn to Our Lady for assist- 
ance, just as all the other letters in Tie 
Lame helped me. She has never been 
known to fail anyone who has invoked 
her aid. 

Incidentally, Tam happy to report that 
I passed my examination and will receive 
my degree shortly. I know that) you 
understand how grateful IT am to Our 
Mother. M.H. 


House Sold 


Dear Father: Our house had been for 
sale for nearly a year when we found 
another one that suited our needs and 
was within our price range. I started to 
pray in earnest to St. Anthony to find 
us a buyer for our present home. I also 
prayed to St. Jude as it seemed impos- 
sible and promised publication. Shortly 


2- The Lamp -tnar ave way pe one 








thereafter our house was sold and al 
though the deal hasn’t been completed 
vet T am sure it will be, so T am en- 
closing $2.00 in thanksgiving K.}.F 


Watch 

Dear Father: A few weeks ago my hus 
band lost his watch which he had _re- 
ceived as a gift over 40 vears ago. It 
was still in perfect running order and he 
was unhappy about losing it. 

I praved to St. Anthony to help us 
find it and as always he did in a short 
time. I promised publication in’ Tut 
Lame and am enclosing a small donation 
in thanskgiving. Mrs. P.T 


Hives 
Dear Father: Enclosed is five dollars 
which IT promised St. Anthony if) my 
favor was granted 

IT had asked that my son be relieved 
of an allergy, unknown, which caused 
severe cases of hives. My son hasn’t had 
an attack in six months now, thanks to 
God and our dear St. Anthony. 

Mrs. TLS. 


Proper Position 

Dear Father: Would you please have 
this letter published in Tue Laxte. I 
made a promise to Our Lady of Prompt 
Snecor, for publication of the favor and 
also a donation. 

My position had been cancelled and 
I was very upset, although it was the 
policy of the Organization to be re- 
placed in my same. status. However the 
only position available was the replace- 
ment of a person who held the same 
status as T with a few months less 
seniority than T had. This seemed so 
unfair to me as her duties were entirely 
different from mine, also her super- 
visors were not in favor of having her 
replaced by me, so T knew that I would 
be miserable in taking this position. 

I prayed to Our Lady of Prompt 
Succor to help me find something I 
would be happy in. Our Lady came to 
my aid and granted my favor. T now 
hold a position that Tam very happy in, 
and am so very very thankful. C.E.V. 


Flight 

Dear Father: Last month I decided to 
take my vacation. IT had waited until 
then because it was the time when I 
had to fulfill a promise I had made to 
a wonderful friend of mine. There was 
no problem whatsoever involved with it, 
but what there was was the mode of 
transportation. I had to go the cheapest 

(Continued on page 4) 
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EDUCATION 


HEN Sputnik IT went into orbit last St. 
Francis’ day the Russian achievement was 
greeted in this country with shocked sur- 
prise. We didn't think that they could 
do it because we were quite sure that in every way 
we were superior to the Soviets. Didn't we have a 
better form of government, better materials, better 
know-how? And wasn't our system of education, 
where freedom reigned, the best in the world? 

Concerning education, there had been some ques- 
tion before Sputnik. A few voices crving in the wil- 
derness were warning that Russia was training more 
scientists than we. A lot of parents were wondering 
and sometimes even critically asking “Why Johnny 
can't read.” Business firms were complaining that 
stenographers just out of High School couldn't spell 
and college faculties were spending a lot of time 
devising remedial English composition courses to 
teach freshmen how to write a grammatical sentence. 
But the warnings and the questions and the com- 
plaints were drowned out or suppressed by the pro- 
nunciamentos of professional educationists and by 
our self deluding American attitude that whatever 
is biggest is best, and whatever is needed can be sup- 
plied by spending money. 

So immediately after Sputnik the welkin rang 
with anguished cries of dismay, angry attempts to 
fix the blame on someone else by passing the buck, 
and loud demands for Federal aid to build more 
schools, to train more scientists, to teach more 
teachers. We still hadn't learned that vou can’t buy 
education like a pound. of butter, and we still hadn't 
learned that the kind of education we give is just 
as important as the amount. 


NALMER voices are now at long last being heard. 
C It is being pointed out that a considerable 
amount of activity in our schools is frothy and that 
schools, teyhers and students would all profit if 
distractife“and time consuming frills were elim- 
inated. It is also being recognized that the content 
of courses has Been so emasculated in order to make 
obtaining a diploma -possible for all and palatable 
for most that ev@n—the succkssful completion of a 
full vear’s work in English, sity, deesn't mean very 


See back cover for details 


much, In fact, in some places standards have been 
lowered so drastically that at least one school princi- 
pal confessed that he shuddered when he signed 
graduation certificates for the boys and girls under 
his charge. 

So, maybe, Sputnik was a good thing for Amer- 
ican education. At least it shook us out of our leth- 
argy and if it makes us take a long cold look at our 
schools it will have performed a long needed service 
for us. 

At least the success of Sputnik made us aware of 
our failures. A comparison of the end results of 
Soviet education and our own was frightening. So 
frightening in fact, that for a time it seemed that an 
attempt would be made to discard the American 
system entirely and slavishly copy the obviously 
effective system now used in Russia. The loud de- 
mands for the training of more scientists, and the 
repeated insistence on the need for more science in 
the schools “to catch up with the Russians.” seemed 
to be the beginning of a sort of deification of  sci- 
ence. Some seemed to feel that the salvation of the 
country depended on science alone. 
rus feeling happily has died down, Even the sci- 
potvs to their credit insist that what we need 
and what in many cases we have not been getting 
from our schools, is a well rounded education in 
which humanities and science together take their 
proper place, with neither being sacrificed for the 
other. 

As William Benton said in an address to the Na- 
tional Catholic Education Association, “The aim is 
to produce, not highly trained technicians on the 
Soviet model, but educated individuals on the Amer- 
ican model; men and women who possess wisdom as 
well as knowledge; compassion as well as high per- 
sonal standards; convictions as well as disciplined 
reasoning; sensitivity to beauty as well as tough 
minded ability to distinguish between the genuine 
and the counterfeit; individuality as well as willing- 
ness to work with others toward a common goal.” 

If Sputnik frightens or shames us into ordering 
our educational efforts to that end we can thank 


God for it. t 
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Necrology 


May their 


soaks 


} 
vest €n preace | 


We commend to the prayers of our readers 
the souls of the faithful departed, and 
particularly the deceased subscribers and 
their near relatives whose deaths have 
been reported to us. Thirty Masses will 


be said for them 


Mrs. Mary Viehmann, Bell Aubel, Michael 
Gugliotti, Frances Hermanek, Jesse Me- 
Carty, Anthony Weber, Margaret Murphy, 
Charles J. Griffin, Arthur Kumph, Mary 
Keegan, Harry Van Rosmalen, Mary 
Leonard, Charles Fisher, Maude S. Mil- 
lar, Frank Hoinacki, Katherine Kopp, 
Lawrence F Parr, Theresa Tandy, 
Frederick Vellucei, Catherine Massimo, 
Charles J. Griffin, Elizabeth Kerrigan, 
Sara O'Reilly Mrs Devaney Tom 


O'Driscoll, Michael Tracey, James De- 
vine, Susanne Seidler, Michael Otello, 
Mrs. Shanley Catherine C. Barrett, 


Agnes O'Mara, Arthur K. Groves, Esther 
Burke, Alphonsus Burke, Gertrude Schee, 
Louise Jacques, Bridget Ford, Louis 
Jacques, Josephine Acklam, Agnes Her- 
man, Flora Fowler, W I Westland, 
Anastasia Hodge, Mary Cavallo, Marv 
A. Sutter, Edward G. Burns, Patrick 
Coyle, Raymond A. Fierst, Mrs. J. Ertle, 
D. P. Donahue, Margaret Hayden, Mi- 
chael Otello Helen  Galassie Rose 
Hogue, Leona Ortiz, Loretta ©. Wahl, 
Antonia Smorol \ J Everett Mrs 
Henry F. Gannon, Anhony S. Olshefski, 
James Bernard Moore, Mary Ellen Don- 
ald) McKeon Miss Camille MeKeon, 
Agnes T. Corcoran, Frederick Dawson, 
Mrs. Joseph Yeager, Louis Dungan, Sr., 
Delana Morris, Elizabeth A. Luddy, Flo- 
rence Everett, Josephine =F Kennedy, 
Nellie Keegan, Paul Gima, Sr, Barbara 
Foreti Castighon William J.) Bennett, 
Esther ¢ Schmutz, William Spencer, 
Katherine Welsh, Julia Szachta, Mar- 
guerite Sutton, Miers. Leonel Solis, Frank 
Massimo, Charles Durand, Thomas Cor- 
nell, Charles Dovle Patrick Murphy, 
Sister Catherine, T.S.A.. Michael Me- 
Gee, Louis Brusati, Sister Marie Celes- 
tine Dunne, Alice Swehla, Lucy Demers, 
Edith Duane Peck, Mrs. Lannie, Dr. 
John J. Curley, Angellica Carocei, James 
Burke Mary Weishoar, Henry Pictz 
meier, William Jacques, John Pietzmeier, 
Kathryn Jacques, Jessie Ford, Georg 
Fowler, George Dowling, Florence Uva, 
Ernest Cavallo, Mr. Konrich, Arthur $ 
Bordeaux, John bt Brennan, Mary E 
Hahn, Mary Callahan, Frank J. Hopkins, 
Ann Marie Siverston, William Rowan, 
Mrs. John J. Cregan, Frank Moroney, 
Dennis O'Donnell, Domenie Russo, Cath- 
erie Ring, Patrick Coyle, George F. 
Ochs, David) Gregor, Myrtle Marais, 
James McKeon, Miss Lyda MeKeon, 
Walter Mekeon. 
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way and also the fastest. Realizing this, 
I immediately prayed to the Blessed 
Mother, Saint Anthony, and Saint Jude, 
not to mention all the prayers I've said 
to God alternately. Being a serviceman 
I was given the opportunity to catch 
a “military hop.” a plane all the way 
to or in the direction of the individual's 
home. T wouldn't have gotten on that 
plane bec ause I was leaving during the 
most impossible hour of a bad day—no 
aircraft had) been anticipated and I 
became alarmed. But thanks to the 
Blessed Lady and the Saints, especially 
to our Father, the plane unexpectedly 
came in and the pilot was more than 
eager to take me. Both he and the crew 
were wonderful to me and T had a 
grand time. 

I'm sorry to say that once Twas 
skeptical about the power of the prayers 
of intercession but now no one can tell 
me that all prayers are not answered. I 
know differently. 

I promised the Blessed Lady but. es- 
pecially St. Anthony that T would send 
tive dollars for the favor. But) more 
important than that to have my letter 
published in your magazine. As you 
once said, writing the letter and the re- 
quest to have it published completed 
my promises to the good Saint—but I 
hope you'll publish it. J.C. 


Gramp’s Pride 
Dear Father: In sending this letter T 
hope to have publicly known that after 
my pravers to St Anthony for the health 
ind happiness of my family we all have 
been in very good health. My parents 
were blessed with healthy twin grand- 
sons which made my father very happy 
as he is the only one of his family of 
24 to come to America and he had 
only one son 

We thank St. Anthony for all the 
favors he has granted us and we promise 
to contribute our small token to him as 
regularly as we can, Mrs. F.L. 


Safe Journey 

Dear Father: Some time ago I promised 
a donation to the Blessed Virgin Mary 
und St. Anthony if [got to feeling 
better. IT wasn’t very well for so long. 
[ am so much better again and in 
thanksgiving IT am sending $3.00 for St. 
Anthony’s poor and $2.00) for Our 
Blessed Mother. And then I promised St. 
Christopher $1.00) for a safe journey 
Which we had. [sure enjoy reading 


Pie Lane. Mrs. G.G. 


Health and Work 

Dear Father: Enclosed with this letter 
please find a money order of two dollars 
to be used for your boys studying at 
Graymoor. I am sending this money in 
honor and reverence to Saint Anthony 





who answered my prayers for me. I 
promised a donation of three dollars it 
my prayers were answered but at the 
present time I do not have the other 
dollar. However, [ will send it shortly 
I also promised I would ask you to 
print this letter in your wonderful maga- 
zine “Tue Catuouic Lame.” 1 realize 
that there isn’t much space but would 
appreciate it if you would print it when 
vou find the space. 

Three years ago, my father suffered 
a stroke under the brain and nearly 
died. Luckily he pulled through and is 
still recuperating slowly. In| December 
the company retired my father but 
they cut his salary down to almost 
nothing. T am the only one working and 
I have to help out at home. I was work- 
ing for a company for almost four 
vears and I was only getting $31.75 
clear pay a week. With the cost. of 
living nowadays it is mighty hard to 
live on $31.75 trying to put a brother 
throngh high school and paving the 
rent. Therefore I prayed very hard to 
Saint Anthony to help me to find a job 
with more pay. I left my first company 
in January and found a job with a 
trucking concern. However, business got 
slow and I was laid off from work. T was 
getting $50.00 a week clear pay. I 
prayed ever so hard to Saint Anthony 
to help me find a job again and he 
finally answered my prayers after a 
month of waiting and looking. But I 
never once gave up hope. After one 
month I found this present job and I 
am making $59.40 clear pay a week 
That is quite a jump in salary from what 
T was making in the first company 

I enjoy reading Tue Lamp each 
month and will never stop my subscrip- 
tion. R.T.D. 


High School 

Dear Father: Enclosed find my check 
which I am sorry cannot be of a larger 
amount, to be included in the Burse of 
Blessed St. Martin de Porres and _ St. 
Jude. These two good Saints heard my 
consistent prayers that = my daughter 
would be accepted in a Catholic High 
School. Considering she was an 8A ac- 
celerated student, it did not look too 
hopeful since our Girls’ Catholic Schools 
in New York City are so overcrowded. 

My daughter was rejected by at least 
four schools but was accepted in one of 
our very nicest: schools. She made an 
average of 95°; 

We all think that was just wonderful 
and I do not think I will forget that our 
prayers were heard in heaven and _ es- 
pecially by the two good saints I prayed 
to who interceded to our Lord for my 
request. 

May our Lord help you in your good 


works. C.B.H. 








If you have promised publication and your letter does not appear, do not become upset or worried 
You keep your promise once you send us the letter and give us permission to publish it 


4-@bhe Lamp -riuar ave stay Be ONE 


Graymoor Gift Annuity Plan 

















A completed Burse of Five Thousand Dollars 
insures the education of a Graymoor Friar 


and enables him to reach his goal—the Altar 


Htancompleted 





BURSE$ 


Is YOUR PATRON SAINT among those listed below? There is no 


better way to honor your heavenly namesake than by contrib- 


uting to the Burse bearing his or her name. It is by means of 


the Burses that young men are advanced to the Sacred Priest- 


2 an Ate ci nar 


St. Bernadette: $4,985.00 
A.S., Md., $5 
St. Ann: 7.40 
Mrs. F. DeT., N.J., $2 ‘dias GG; iaient B 
St. Margaret of. Scotland 98 
Rochester Gr., $300; Verdun Gr., Can $300 
Infant of Frage 4. aes a6 
R N $2 * Miss FP.B,.O, $1; Mr 
McL Mich , $5: A.G., Ga., $10 
St. Pius X 4,203.98 
= . arene 4,187.3 








3 wise , $1; R.M., Mass., $2; Anon, O., $250 
ML., L.I., $5; Mrs. D.L, Conn, $5 Mrs 
J.B, N.Y.. $2; F.F., L.1, $1; Mrs. DM., 
LI $1 Mr. & Mrs J.B Oo $1 Mrs 
EM, Fla., $3; Anon, Wisc $2. Mrs. J.B 
Mich., $1; E.R ll $2. Mrs C. McL., 
Mont., $5; Mrs. D.J., Wisc , $1; Mrs EM., 
Conn., $2; Mrs. W.H., N.Y., $5: FJ. Tex., 
$5, Anon, N.Y., $1; Mrs. L.K., Ind. $1; 
; MP Mass $2 E.c., Calif, 2; Mrs 
4 M.B., N.Y $2; F.B., O, $1; Mrs. H.M., 
u N.Y., $2: FR, Ore, $5: Mrs. MR. NJ 
$5: Mrs. JW. NJ $6. JG Calif $5 
; Md. $10. Mrs 
| , $2; AP, Calif 
: ; MK, N.Y, $10 
i s Anon, Pa., $1. TH 
J Mo., $10 Mrs Vs. Md., $1: AS.. NJ., $1 
A.G., Mass., $5; F.R., Minn., $5 
Little Flower: 4,120.16 
{ Miss M.M., 0. $5 
St. Joseph: 4,113.34 
A.B., N.Y¥., $3; Mrs. M.R., N.J., $5, Mrs 
R.A., LIi., $1; J. Family, Pa., $1; A.V., 
N.Y., $5 
; 
O. L. of the Atonement: 3,824.04 
St. Jude: 3,659.97 
Mrs. G. MacD Mass $2; Mrs. LF., 
Mass.. $1; PS, OO. &: JS Calif., $5 
Mrs. LS. Tex.. $5; H.H., N.Y., $2; Mrs 
E.D., Calif., $1; J.B, N.Y. $2; HB, NY 
$25, HM... N.Y.. $1; RH., DC., $1; Mrs 
C.B., Nebr. $5: Mrs HM, N.Y., $2. Mrs 
P.M., N.Y., $1; Mr. & Mrs. J.D., Miss., $1; 
Mrs. J.S., N.Y, $1; Mrs. MR. NJ., $5 
Mrs. M.S Pa $1; Mrs. JD. Pa, $5 
K.C., Pa, $1; Mr. & Mrs. L.S., Okla, $2 
O. L. of Perpetual Help: 3,374.30 


St. Francis Xavier: 


SS. Peregrin 4 Dymphna: 
S., Wiee., i; 


M.M., N.Y., $1; Mrs. O.Z., N.Y., $1 





Anon, N.Y., $1: 


Fila. $5. Mrs JP... NY. $10 “Mt Ss 








hood in the Graymoor Community. 


CONTRIBUTIONS FOR APRIL, 1958 


St. Matthias 





Oo. L. of Peepcetnns Medal: 
A.H.. Mich., $1¢ 


Bl. Martin de Rerese 2,314.82 
Mrs. J McL., Mic $5 

Sacred Shoulder 2,274.95 
Mrs DeL., N.J.. $1, Mrs. M.W., $1 

0. L. of Lourdes 2,149.55 
RM. Mass., $2 

St. Lawrence 2,104.00 

SS. Michael & Honora: 2,007.50 


St. Rita: 1, 
P.B., Mass., $5 





St. Raphael: 1,406.66 

Father Drumgoole: 1,152.10 
W.N N.J., $5 

All Saints 1,141.37 
Mrs. J.W., N Y., $20; Mrs. M R., N.J., $2 

Oo. L. of Fatima: 1,137.50 

Hope 1,122.05 
St. Tatrick 978.03 
Mr J. McL., Mich., $5 

Holy Spirit: 970.25 
Immaculate Conception: 966.95 
Mrs. I A.. Mass., $1 

Brother Jude: 938.20 
J.E., Del., $5 

Father Paul: . 934.19 
St. John Baptist: 911.85 


Holy Souls: 

St. Michael: 
Blessed Sacrament: 
Father Baker: 


Holy Face 
Mrs. J. DeL., N.J., 


St. Frances Cabrin 664.03 
Mrs. A.W., Colo ‘3 Mrs MR.,N.J., $2 


Our Sorrowful Mother 635.32 
Mrs. J. DeL., N.J., $1; R-P., Mich., $10 


Brother Barnabas: 


Precious Blood: 
Mrs. J. DeL.. N.J, $1 


St. Margaret Mary 


533.89 
Mass., $2 


St. Francis of Assisi 
M.S., Wisc., $1; Mrs. G MacD., 
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St. Christopher: — 
0. L. of Prompt Succor: 
Brother Philip: 


St. Gerard Majella 
Mrs. WS.. Wisc., $1 


Five Holy Wounds 
Mrs. J. DeL,NJ., $1 


Holy Family 


rs. G. MacD . Mass , $2 


St. Philomena 
Wisec.. $1: RM 
Wisc 15; Miss M McM 
Mother Lurana, 8.A. 
St. Eugene: 
St. Maria Goretti 
St. John the Apostie 
©. L. of the Rosary 


St. Bridget of Ireland 
Mrs. B G. & Miss K M.,N 


St. Vincent: 
St. Mary Magdalene: 


Sacred Heart 
FP 


NY $1; Mrs. T.F., 


MR., Va, $1; Mrs. LA, 


Brother Andre 


Mass 


$2 


NY 


J.. $3 


N 
Mass 


Venerable Catherine Tekawitha 


Sacred Head: 

Most oly Trinity 
Brother Anthony: 
Pope Pius XI 

SS. Adam & Eve: 
St. Clare 

Oo. L. of Victory 
St. Paul: 

St. Teresa: 


St. Blase 
HH .N.Y., $3 


Brother Ignatius: a 


St. Cyril of Jerusalem: 

St. George 

Oo. L. of La Leche: 

Mrs MH, LI. $5 Mrs 
Mies. H.M., N-Y., $1 
Father Flanagan: " 


St. Luke: 


Honor your 


favorite Saint 





SUPPORT A GRAYMOOR BURSE 


See back cover for details 
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Mrs 
$i 


$5 
$1 


Calif., 


198.99 
487.60 
461.60 
449.93 


131.10 


400.00 


399.50 
J.C., 





207.00 


198.50 
197.13 
Mrs 

168.00 
167.75 
155.45 


60.00 
45.00 
43.00 
37.50 
$2 
34.00 
28.00 


25.00 
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Our Lady and Unity. The role of the 
Blessed Virgin in the reunion of Chris- 
tendom is a favorite theme with us. 
All the graces and blessings of heaven 
come to the souls of men through the 
mediation of Mary, for as Pope Bene- 
dict XIV has written: “To Mary’s 
intercession the Church bids her 
children have recourse in their special 
needs and dangers. Marv is the 
channel between Heaven and earth, 
through which the stream of every 
grace is conducted to men. She it is 
who is Heaven's golden gate through 
which we hope one day to enter the 
abode of bliss everlasting.” The price 
less gift of religious unity will be 
achieved through her intercession and 
her love 

Such was the deep conviction of 
Father Paul who honored the Mother 
of God and of men with the glorious 
title, Our Lady of the Atonement. 
“Mary loves them all” [the separated 
brethren], he wrote, “and her heart is 
torn within her as she contemplates 
the unhappy divisions of Christendom 
and prayers in union with the praver 
of Christ Himself Ut) omnes unum 
sint, that all His disciples might be 
one ina Unity similar to that charity 
which binds Himself and His Father 
together in the bonds of mutnal char- 
ity 

“It is for us as Children of Recon- 
ciliation and of Unity.” he asserted, 
“to unite in mind and heart with our 
glorious Lady of the At-one-ment, to 
further in our dav and generation that 
Unity movement which in the end will 
bring about the fulfillment of Our 
Lord's propheey as the Good Shep- 
herd.” 

One simple but practical means of 
cooperating in this great enterprise is 
to join the League of Praver for Unity 
at Gravmoor. Placed under the pro- 
tection of Our Lady of the Atonement 
and approved by the Holy See it is an 
organization of prayer and good works 
for Unity. Tf you are not already a 
member write to us today for infor- 
mation. If vou have joined the League, 
then deepen your love and zeal by 
securing new members. ; 


THE VICAR OF CHRIST 
Sardinal Newman on the Papacy. 
“Deeply do T feel, ever will I protest 
—for T can appeal to the ample testi- 
mony of History to bear me out—that 
in questions of right and wrong, there 
is nothing really strong in the whole 
world, decisive and operative, but the 
voice of him to whom have been com- 


One Faith- One 


mitted the Keys of the Kingdom and 
the oversight of Christ’s flock. The 
voice of Peter is now, as it ever has 
been, a real authority, infallible when 
it teaches, ever taking the lead wisely 
and distinctly in its own province, 
adding certainty to what is probable, 
and persuasion to what is certain. Be- 
fore it speaks, the most saintly may 
mistake. and after it has spoken the 
most gifted must obey. 

“Peter is no recluse. no abstracted 
student. no dreamer about the past 
no doter upon the dead-and-gone, no 
projector of the visionary. Peter for 
1800 vears has lived in the world; he 
has seen all fortunes, he has encoun- 
tered all adversaries. he has shaped 
himself for all emergencies. If there 
ever was a power on earth who has 
had an eve for the times. who has 
confined himself to the practical and 
has been happy in his anticipations 
whose words have been deeds and 
whose commands, prophecies, such is 
he in the history of ages who sits from 
generation to generation in the Chair 
of the Apostles as the Vicar of Christ 
and the Doctor of His Church 

“When was he ever unequal to the 
oceasion? When has he not risen with 
the crisis? What dangers have ever 
daunted him? What sophistry foiled 
him? What uncertainties misled him? 
Whenever did any power. material, or 
moral, civilized or savage. go to war 
with Peter and get the better? When 
did the whole world ever band. to- 
gether against him solitary and not 
find him too many for it? 

“All who take part with Peter are 
on the winning side. Has he failed in 
his enterprises up to this hour? Did he 
in our father’s dav fail in his struggle 
with Joseph of Germany and his con- 
federates—with Napoleon, a greater 
name, and his dependent kings—that, 
though in another kind of fight, he 
should fail in ours?” 


Therese and Conversion. In Edin- 
burgh, Scotland, a remarkable con- 
version took place on April 30, 1911. 
Mr. Alexander Grant. a Presbyterian 
minister, was the first clergyman. of 
the Free Church of Scotland to be 
converted to the Catholic faith. Three 
days later he wrote to the Prioress at 
Lisieux, Mother Agnes, giving this 
account of his conversion. 

“More than a vear ago.” he wrote, 
“TL came across the Autobiography of 
Sister Therese of the Child lesus. 1 
opened it at random and was imme- 
diately struck by the beauty and origi- 
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nality of the thoughts. T recognized 
that I had on hand the work of a 
genius, so to say, having the wisdom 
of a theologian, and a poet of the first 
order, I felt like a person to whom 
the invisible world appears suddenly 
and I cried out to myself: ‘Therese is 
here beside me! Her picture followed 
me everywhere. She seemed not to 
leave me for a moment and I seemed 
to hear her saving: “This is how Cath 
olic saints love Jesus Christ. Listen to 
me! Follow the little way, for it is 
sure, and the only true way.’ 

“I began then to invoke her aid, 
and TI felt an indescribable happiness 
in speaking with her. But one day she 
suddenly said to me, so I thought 
‘Why do you ask me to pray for you 
if vou do not wish to know and in- 
voke the Blessed Virgin Mary?” Then 
I understood how illogical it was to 
invoke Therese and neglect — the 
Mother of God. I saw the light, and I 
immediately addressed my prayers to 
the Blessed Virgin. The promptitude 
of the response astonished me. At the 
same time my soul was filled with a 
new passionate love, a love which has 
always grown, and now there is no 
end to it.” 

The following vear Mr. Grant, to- 
gether with his wife. also a convert. 
went to France to take charge of the 
house at Alcenon where St. Therese 
was born. There he died a holy death 
in July, 1917, after having worked and 
prayed much for the return of “our 
separated brethren” to the Church. 


League Members. To all those who 
are members of the League of Prayer 
for Unity we have sent a Bulletin. If 
a copy did not reach you, kindly let 
us know. Those who wish to join the 
League may simply write to League 
Director, Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y., 
for information. The duties are simple: 
the spiritual benefits many; and there 
are no dues, 
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by EDWIN SCULLIN, S.A. 


Greenwood. 


of a CHOST TOW 


was on the verge of extinction at the beginning of 


World War II. This is the story of how it was brought back to life 


HAVE just returned from mission work in the 

Canadian Northwest. Here is the land of beau- 

tiful sunrises, vistaed slopes and reflecting 

lakes nestled amid mountain heights. It. is 
here I learned my story. 

It was December in the vear 1941. William Ed- 
ward McArthur was the Mayor of the mining city 
of Greenwood. This is the subject of my story. Only 
200 people stayed behind. At length even the Mayor 
had to give up his small project of mining gold. 
Then 50 more people were out of work. 

But at the same time in another portion of Can- 
ada things were beginning to happen. Events which 
were to leave their imprint on the future history of 
this inland city of Greenwood. Around the coastal 
region of Vancouver the war hysteria has reached 
climactic proportions. For one reason or another the 
business people there were demanding to have the 
Japanese removed to the interior. Definitely they 
thought them war risks. 

It became the burden of a special group. The 
British Columbia Security Commission, to find a 
solution. Accordingly the Japanese people outside 
Vancouver and Steveston were rounded up by the 
Roval Canadian Mounted Police in number about 
5000. The Commission felt this the only way to 
bring an end to the black-outs and curfew as war 
precautions, by corralling them in Hastings National 
Park Exhibition Buildings. 


rye Alberta beet growers offered the Commission 
[’, partial solution to the ensuing congestion. They 
offered work in the fields to all families claiming 
four able-bodied workers. Then too the Hope-Prince- 
ton Highway was being constructed. Japanese men 
were in demand to replace Canadian youth gone to 


ee back cover for details 


the war. Yet of all the places. Greenwood offered 
the one real solution to the Catholic Japanese in- 
volved. 

Mavor McArthur sent a letter to the Security 
Commission requesting that a number of the Jap- 
anese be sent to Greenwood, B.C. Word got around 
Vancouver Island to this effect. At this time the 
Friars of the Atonement were aiding the Commission 
doctors in screening Japanese for future movement 
Hearing of this Rev. Fr. Benedict, S.A. and Rev. Fr. 
Alphonsus, S.A. set out to visit Bishop Johnson at 
Nelson, B.C. On hearing their story the Bishop 
said that he would receive the Japanese into his 
diocese with open arms. 


rr it be said here, modestly, that the Friars of the 
L Atonement were the very first ones to make 
practical reality, the dream envisioned by Mayor 
McArthur in his letter to the Commission. On the 
return journey the Fathers stopped to see the Mavor. 
He called a special meeting of the Council. Fr. Bene- 
dict addressed this body and persuasively enlight- 
ened them, dispelling any fears. He made them 
understand that contrary to prevalent opinion, the 
Japanese were not a mad war-like race, On the 
contrary they were honorable and law abiding. 
After several meetings the Mayor sent the Fathers 
back home with the “good word.” Any ideas of 
building wire fences and setting up curfews had 
been dissolved. 

When the Fathers had left, Mr. McArthur put 
the matter cryptically to the Council. He reminded 
them their hotels were empty. The vacant windows 
looked down on deserted streets as so many accusing 
eves, These Japanese he pointed out were no risk in 
the interior. The Greenwoodites could prove them- 
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selves patriotic and benefit or else their town would 
turn to dust and be blown off the map. The city was 
virtually reduced to the status of a “ghost town 
So immediately Japanese Canadian carpenters were 
sent by the Commission to transform the yawning 
hotels into compact one-room family quarters. It is 
interesting to note here that when these rooms were 
finally occupied, the mothers fearing the children 
might fall from the deckered bunks actually slept 
at times with their children in one bunk, three and 


even four together. 


Bout three weeks after this period, Sister Eugenia, 
[A S.A. and Sister Jerome, S.A. were met at the 
station in Greenwood by Mr. Keady and were 
tuken to their temporary quarters over the only re- 
maining grocery store. The first trainload of Jap- 
anese arrived two days later and were met by the 
two Sisters. Fr. Benedict and Mayor McArthur. All 
the townspeople turned up with their cars and 
whisked the Japanese away to their new houses. 
They responded to this heart softening gesture as 
did all the rest of the new-comers, 1,400 in number. 

The people saw immediately how genuinely 
honorable and industrious the Japanese were. They 


took them to their hearts. It is true nothing could 


Fr. Edwin Scullin 


be done to place the workers during the first Spring 
At first chance though, Mayor \IcArthur showed his 
heart was in the the right place. He saw to it these 


worthy Japanese were paid fair wages 


rik Commission has tided them over with a living 
pases of seven dollars a month per person and 
twenty cents a day to those who actually worked 
When the Japanese were finally placed in the city 
in the new lumber works, he ordered five dollars a 
day as their pay. Then too, the C. P. R. took some of 
them on. And so the Japanese became thoroughly 
acclimate d and have remained so ever since Then 
the Mayor turned his attention to the Sisters. By 
this time a good number of Sisters had arrived to 
staff the needed Catholic school. He first arranged 
for the Commission to house the Sisters in the \lor 
rison House, the place they still occupy. The former 
garage of this mansion still serves as the Sisters’ 
Chapel. The house became the quarters of the Sis 
ters, Eugenia, Jerome, Antoinette, Dorothea. and 
Mary Daniels among others. 


BouT this time Rev. Fr. Grande, S.A., General of 
A the Order of the Friars, came to seek a school 


with the permission of Bishop (Cont. on page 18 


together with the Mayor of Greenwood and a group of townspeople at a civic cele 


bration honoring our Sisters. Our Sisters have lived in this convent since coming here during WW II 
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st OF THE MONTH: FR. SEBASTIAN, 
The many relatives and friends 
ther Sebastian Simko, S.A. will 
leased to know that he is well, 
y, and busy in his work in Japan 
tice of Torrington, Conn. and a 
her of Sacred Heart Parish, he 
to Graymoor in 1937. After his 
tiate at Graymoor he completed 
tudies of philosophy and theology 
Catholic University in Washington, 
C. where he was ordained on May 
1945 
Ilis first’ priestly assignment) was 
hing in St. John’s Seminary. Gray- 
Later he was Master of Broth- 
and Postultants until 1949 when 
was assigned to Our Lady of the 
mement Church in Kinston, N.C, 
1952 he was appointed secretary 
our Father General, a post held 
itil he went to Japan in 1954. After 
year at Our Lady of the Atonement 
wy in Tsurumi, Fr. Sebastian was 
ven his present assignment of assist- 


it in Sacred Heart Church in Yoko- 


na where Very Rev. John Ito, Vicai 


General of the diocese, is the pastor. 


Parochial Duties. The parish is an in- 





one and includes many 


lifferent nationalities—Chinese, Portu- 


f 


ese, Dutch, French, German, and Fili 
as well as Americans and Eng- 
During his two and a half years 
the parish Fr. Sebastian has ad 
nistered baptism to 83 infants and 
Its; of the 98 marriages during the 
ime period he has officiated at 48 
them. On Sundays he offers two 





Fr. Sebastian and C.Y.O. members in 
Checkers corner. 


heck cover for details 


Masses and reads the 
announcements in Eng 
lish and Japanese and 
delivers h 


Ss sermon in 
English. He is modera- 
tor of the Sacred Heart 
Ladies Guild, which 
sponsors many projects 
of parish development; 
he directs the Catholic 
Youth Organization whose 70 mem- 
bers meet each Wednesday evening 
in the parish hall. Many teen-agers are 
American boys and girls residing in 





The Most Rev. Luke Arai, Bishop of 

Yokohama, showing to Fr. Sebastian the 

blueprints of the Minor Seminary which 

His Excellency desires to build for the 
Diocese of Yokohama 


Japan with their parents who are at- 
tached to the U. S. Armed Forces in the 
Far East 


° ° ° 


VISITING BISHOP FROM INDIA. Because 
Sacred Heart) Cathedral is conven 
iently located, it serves as a special 
center for Catholic passengers of ships 
docking in the seaport 
citv of Yokohama. Fi 
Sebastian is often hap 
pily surprised when 
strangers arriving from 
the United States come 
to him. and recogniz 
ing the habit as that of 
a Gravmoor Friar, tell 
him of their visit) to 
Gravmoor. He likes es- 
pecially to recall the 
visit of a Bishop from 
India who has stopped 
to visit the Bishop of 
Yokohama, the Most 


the Chess and Rev. Luke Arai, D.D 


When the bishop saw 


Committee and Boord Meeting of Sacred Heart Ladies’ 

Guild. From left to right: Mrs. William Hanley, Mrs. Earl 

Slack, Mrs. Jack Coleman, Fr. Sebastian, Mrs. Max Peralta 
Mrs. George Peal, Mrs. A. L. Spence 


the Graymoor habit he said “The 
Gravmoor Friars are all) over the 
world.” He had been in Rome for his 
ad limina visit and there had met 
the Friars for the first time. When 
he visited New York City he saw them 
again in St. Patrick’s Cathedral dur- 
ing the Chair of Unity Octave. When 
he went to Washington he found them 
directing the Octave at the Shrine of 
the Immaculate Conception And so 
when he stopped in Japan he was 
again surprised to see the Graymoor 
habit once more 

Surely the desire and words of Fa 
ther Paul are gradually being fu! 
filled: “The time will come when the 
Friars and Sisters of the Atonement 
will be missionaries in all lands.” This 
has been made so. in great measure 
through the cooperation and pravers 
of the benefactors of the Society of 
the Atonement. Fr. Sebastian and the 
Friars and Sisters in’ Japan ask for 
continued pravers that God may bless 
their missionary works as thev labor 
for the Missionary Conquest of the 
World for Christ 


° ° ° 


For God and Souls. “In Japan the 
missionary must fish for souls with a 
line instead of a net, and the secret 
of catching men is to bait the hook 
with one’s own heart.” (Far East 

“Even though the missionaries labor 
zealously, though they work and toil 
and even lay down their lives in lead- 
ing the pagans to the Catholic religion 

_all this shall go to naught unless 
God touches the hearts of the pagans 
to soften them and draw them to Him- 
self. Now it is easv to see that every- 
one has the opportunity to pray 
and so this help, the very nourish- 
ment of the missions, is within the 
power of all to supply.” (Pope Pius 
XI, Rerum Ecclesiae, an encyclical on 
the Missions). 
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by EDMUND DELANEY, S.A. 


The Corpus Christi procession pouses for Bene- 
diction in front of the Church of St. Onofrio 
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OME is a city famous for its magnificent 
churches, imposing palaces, and ancient 
ruins. Say “Rome and most tourists who 
have spent some time there will think of 
se things immediately. But say “Rome” to a 
wmoor Friar and he will, without doubt, think 
one place in particular: the lovely Church of St. 
iotrio, This beautiful church with its adjoining 
mastery Was put in the care of the Graymoor 
iars in 1945. In the past 12 years more than 15 
riars have had the honor of being stationed there. 
The Church of St. Onofrio is situated on the 
niculum Hill, the highest hill in Rome. From the 
ont of the church the visitor can get a breath- 
thing, panoramic view of Rome. On the left can 
e seen St. Peter's, only a few minutes away. On the 
tht is the Tiber, flowing solemnly through Rome 
sit has done for more than 2,000 vears. Bevond the 
liber lies the major portion of Rome—both ancient 
nd modern—containing such visible treasures of 
the ages as the Pantheon, the Basilica of St. John 
Lateran, the Roman Forum, and the Colosseum. 
Dating back to the 1400's, the Church of St. 
Onofrio at one time was a country chapel outside the 
valls of Rome. Now it is well within the populated 
irea of the modern citv. The church is small and 
devotional. The graceful beauty of its richelv dec- 
rated sanctuary has cast a spell of enchantment 
over many a visitor. From the church one mav enter 
i large, enclosed portico from which a stairway leads 
to the monastery. About eight Friars are now sta- 
tioned at this small monastery, fulfilling assignments 
on behalf of the Society of the Atonement or for 
several of the Sacred Congregations. In past vears 
number of our student-clerics from the United 
States have lived at St. Onofrio’s while attending 
theological classes at the Angelicum and Gregorian 


Universities. 


Text door to the monasterv is the Infant Jesus 
«YN Hospital for children up to the age of 12. The 
werage number of children there at one time usually 
is more than 400. From the beginning, the Friars 
stationed in Rome have had a special love for this 
splendid hospital, and every new Friar quickly 

itches this same. spirit. Last vear the following 
ticle appeared in the New York Catholic news- 


papers: 


ROME (NC)—A special friend of the Americans in 
Rome is the Infant Jesus Hospital, this citv’s only 
pediatrics hospital. It is a next-door neighbor to 
\inerican priests and students here, since it stands 
hetween the North American College and St. Ono- 
frio’'s, headquarters of the American-founded Fran- 
ciscan Friars of the Atonement. 

If vou ever visit the Friars of the Atonement, it 


wont be long until you hear them speak of “our 


kids next door.” A nine-year-old, (Cont. on page 18) 


See hack cover for details 








Fr. Edmund Delaney, S.A., takes time out from his studies to play 
with the children of the Infant Jesus Hospital next door to our Friary 


Right next to San Onofrio’s where 
the Gravmoor Friars live in 
Rome is the splendid Infant 
Jesus Hospital for children. 
Every Friar there soon falls 


in love with the kids next door 
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by TITUS CRANNY, S.A. 


Mantyut 





When relatives tried to induce 
Fr. Nicholas to flee the town 
| telling him that he would be 
certainly hanged he refused 
saving, “The grace of martyrdom wy, 
| is not given to the unworthy 


and I am not worthy enough” 
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HE 16th century was an age of spiritual 
anarchy and of sanctity. It was a period that 
produced the mass defections from the faith 
in almost every country of Europe; at th 
same time it produced more canonized saints than 
any other similar period in the history of the Church 
Many saint were martyrs who offered their lives in 
defense of the truth and in protest against those 
who sought to change the constitution and the princi 
ples of the One Church of the Divine Redeemer 
Among the noble heroes of the faith at this time 
were the martvrs of Gorkum, a little town in Holland 
near Dort.-cht on the Meuse River. There were 
1] Friars Minor, one Dominican, one Augustinian 
two Norbertines, and four diocesan priests who suf 
fered death in defense of the Real Presence of Christ 
in the Blessed Sacrament and the primacy of the 
Supreme Pontiff. Our article will deal with the sons 
of St. Francis who won the crown of martvrdom 
In 1572 St. Pius V excommunicated Elizabeth. the 
Queen of England, but this nation was already lost 
to the Church. A storm of iconoclasm swept over 
Europe fanned by the teachings of Luther and Cal 
vin. It moved into the Netherlands where groups of 
evil men joined the cause and sought to intimidate 
the faithful by threats and persecution, At the end of 
June, the followers of William of Orange. called by 
the nickname of the Gueux, had seized control of 
Dortrecht and in their frenz\ thev rounded up their 
religious victims, demanding that they renounce 
belief in the Real Presence and in papal supremacy. 
When the priests and friars refused they were 
placed in the jail in Gorkum (sometimes called Gor- 
incheim) and treated with the foulest indignities by 
the drunken soldiers. Fortunately they had carried 
the Blessed Sacrament to safety in the fortress of 
the town: otherwise It too would have suffered from 
the fiendish glee of these inhuman men. The Fran 
ciscan friars taken prisoner were the following 
Fr. Nicholas Pick, guardian; Fr. Jerome of Weert 
vicar; Fr. Wilhad, an old priest of ninety years; 
Theodoric of Emden; Nicaise Jonson, a learned 
theologian; Godfrey of Merville; Anthony of Weert; 
Anthony of Hornaer; Francis of Rhodes; and two 


brothers, Peter van Asche and Cornelius of Dorestal 


r first the soldiers made sport of Father Nicholas 
A Thev took his cord and dragged him across the 
floor. and then attempted to hang him with it. But 
the cord broke when placed over a beam and the 
friar fell to the floor unconscious. Then they took a 
candle and burned off his hair and evebrows and put 
the flame in his nose and mouth. After the soldiers 
left. Father Nicholas encouraged the others with 
the words of St. Paul: “The sufferings of this present 
time are not be be compared with the glory to come 
that shall be revealed in us.” 


Two brothers of Father Nicholas were trving to 








ire his release by paying heavy ransom, but the 
est would not hear of it. “I will not leave prison, 
ess my brethren come with me,” he said, “and 
n though there were only one detained and he the 
vliest of all, 1 would remain with him.” When the 
n suggested that one might renounce the primacy 
the Pope without denying God, Father Nicholas 
swered thadeanyone who separates himself from 
Pope, separates himself from the Church, and 
who renounces the Church, renounces Christ 
Lord. “I would rather endure death for the honor 
{ God than swerve even a hair's breadth from the 
Catholic faith.” Other relatives tried to induce him to 
ude the Gueux and told him of the horrors that the 
Idiers had meted out. “Take care or the beggars 
vill hang you!” they advised. But he replied: “I am 
not worthy enough. The grace of martyrdom is_ not 
fiven to the unworthy.” 


MVHE FRIARS and their companions were kept in the 
| Gorkum jail until July 6. The Gueux were under 
Baron De la Mark, the High Admiral of the Prince 
of Orange. They had seized the fortress and burned 
much of the town, but the Blessed Sacrament had 
been consumed and the friars had made their con- 
fession to each other, as that they were ready for 
the impending death. The men and women who 
had been taken captive were allowed to depart 
ifter they promised to pav large sums of money, 
but the friars and other priests were held. contrary 
to the terms of the agreement. One old priest, Fr. 
Godfrey, was allowed to go, but as he crossed the 
drawbridge, a citizen called to the soldiers: “Where 
are vou sending this priest?” “He is an idiot and may 
co” answered the other. “If he is not too old to 
make God (i.e.. to celebrate Mass) he is not too old 
to be hanged.” The soldiers langhed and drove the 
old priest back again with the other prisoners 

Several attempts were made to force the friars 
to apostatize. The soldiers began a mock — dis- 
cussion on the Eucharist and on the primacy of the 
Pope. When they were bested in the argument then 
thev resorted to violence. One of them flung a paten 
in Father Nicholas’ face and cut his lip. Others were 
subjected to indignities and obscenities which they 
endured bravely for the love of Christ and in defense 
ff His Vicar on earth. 

On the night of July 6 they were made to march 
from the prison to a ship which would take them 
to Brielle. They were almost fainting from hunger, 
clothed in rags, and certain of a cruel death. Two 


days later they came to the citv of their execution. 


\s the pitiful little group marched in procession to 


the city square they sang the Salve Regina, the 
areat hymn to Mary. With the same spirit of joyful 
triumph they then chanted the Te Deum, the 
Church's hymn of thanksgiving. Nothing could stop 
their spirit of joy now; their triumph was almost 
at hand. In the square of the — (Cont. on page 23) 




















by JOHN PATRICK GILLESE 


OMETIMES, for reasons best known to herself, a woman will 
go up to the attic, open an old trunk, and see a hat set with 
flowers. Then, suddenly, life in the Alberta bush-countrs 
seems almost intolerable. That's what my mother did one atter- 

noon, back on our homestead in Wild® Brier Valley. In the August 
heat. the oxen lay in the pole barn, panting. Ed and Bob were up 
by Cramer's linefence, trying to snare a feather-tailed ground-squirre! 
Dad and I were indoors, sharpening our axes. When the heat abated 
wed go back to clearing “another ten.” 

Father spit on the axe, rubbed it with the handstone, then moved 
to the one small window again. to stare at the west, where faint. 
copper-colored clouds etched themselves every afternoon. Then he 
went into the living room, to vell up into the attic. 

“Nellie! Have vou died up there?” 

He paced back to the west window; and a minute later, my 
mother came into the kitchen carrving an old-fashioned blue straw 
heaped with colored flowers. She looked as if she had been crying 

“Do you remember that, Sam?” 

My father gave a nervous laugh. “I was just thinking what hail 
would do to us now. If it hits here, woman. vou can throw that on 
top of my grave. There'll be no money for flowers.” 

My mother held the hat towards me. “That was my going-away 
hat. Stanley. | wore it after vour father and I were married—" 

“That was sure a funny stvle. Mom!” [ said 

_ and Ive never been anvwhere since.” mn mother said. 

My father turned from the window. “If this heat doesn’t let up 
vou can wear it again,” Father said. “Back to Kansas.” 

“If TL could get out of here just for one summer's day.” my mothe 
went on, “and not have to worry about the hens freezing their combs 
and heating the drinking water for the beasts—” 

“This is the month of August!” my father yelled. “LT wish people 
would worry about winter when it’s winter and summer when it's 
summer.” He lifted a whole dippertul of water from the pail by the 
back door and emptied it without taking it from his lips. “Let's not 
bother about clearing any more land.” my father said. “Let's not fret 
ourselves about my 30 acres of good Garnet wheat! Let's go valli 
vanting all over Alberta!” 

My father lifted his eves to the ceiling. When he built the house 

proudly. with only an axe and his own two hands—the cross 
pieces had been white-poplar poles. split and trimmed with an axe 
Now they were cracked from the winter frost burned brown by the 


summer heat (Continued on page 22 


When a woman goes up to the attic and sees 


a lovely hat set with flowers, life in the bush 
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becomes intolerable. That's what mother did 
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JUBILARIAN 

THE REV. CONSTANTINE 8S. ROSKOVICS, 
pastor of St. Joseph's Church in New 
B Ws ck NJ has been i friend of 
Gt or for manv, many vears. A 
priest f the Byzantine Rite ir 
Rosh cs was the first Oriental to 
) i Gravmoor Tertiary. On 
Mareh 22, he celebrated the Golden 
Anniversar of his ordination to the 
priesthoood, with the Divine Liturgy 
in St. Francis ¢ hapel At the dinner 
given in his honor, Fr. Roskovies told 
us of his great veneration for our 
Founder, Father Paul. and of his leep 
indebtedness to him for the help that 
he had given to so many Oriental 
Rite parishes in’ this country. Fr 
Roskovics, deeply touched by the 
tribute Grayvmoor gave him on his 
happy occasion, said “lL have a great 
love for the Society of the Atonement 
that goes back many vears. IT always 
feel at home here. Outside in my own 
parish To am known as Father Con- 
stantine, but here mv name given me 
by Father Paul himself, is Father 
Emmanuel, T.S A 

All of us. both Friars and Sisters 
wish Fr. Roskovics many more happy 
and truittul vears in his priesthood 
Ad multos optimosque annos 


GUIDEPOSTS 


THE CATHOLIC STUDENTS MISSION CRU- 
SADE is an organization of Catholic 
boys and girls in) grammar schools 
high schools colle es and SCTOIDNATIOS 


whose purpose is to aicl the TNISSIONS 


by contributing financial help, by 


©Graumoor Annals | 


making the missionary work of the 
Church better known, and by interest- 
me capable bovs and girls 1th) =TIS- 
sionary vocations 

Down in Washington at the Catho- 
lic University, the various units of the 
C.S.M.C. active in the different sem- 
inaries and religious houses are joined 
together in the Conference of Clerics 
and) Religious with the aim of co- 
ordinating missionary. endeavor 

Last vear. one of our clerics, Fra 
Kieran Lewis. S.A., was elected Presi- 
dent of the Conference, a position he 
still holds. Under his presideney a 
new edition of Guidepost, a vocational 
manual for men was published. Re- 
cently, Fra. Luke Sullivan, O.FM., 
the editor of Guidepost and Fra. 
Kieran presented — three specially 
bound copies of the Handbook to the 
Most Rev. Amleto Cicognani, Apos- 
tolic Delegate to the United States, 
two for the Holy Father and one fo: 
himself. His Excellency had written 
the foreword to the book and during 
the presentation visit of Fras. Luke 
ind Kieran he took occasion to stress 
the great good that would come to 
the Church in the way of vocations 
from this) particular work. In the 
same visit His Excellency also praised 
the missionary spirit and the spirit of 
devotion of our Founder, Father Paul 


DISPUTATION 
A DISPUTATION is the formal discussion 
of a theological problem. These take 
place quite often during the school 


year in the classroom, but at) sem 
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inaries on the feast of St. Thomas a 
public disputation is often held with 
all the seminarians and the full faculty 
in attendance. March 7 at our Atone- 
ment Seminary of the Holy Ghost in 
Washington we had a dilly. The topic 
of this vear’s program was the inten- 
tion required for the baptism of an 
unconscious dving pagan. Fra. Jude 
was the Defensor. Fras. Conrad and 
Paschal were the Objectors. Fra. Jude 
holds to the implicit habitual inten- 
tion, and if you feel that you would 
like te 


be careful. He has a lot of good strong 


dispute this. vou had better 


authorities to back him up 


CLEANUP 

THE ANNUAL SPRING CLEAN-UP is now 
taking place at Grayvmoor in prepara- 
tion for our pilgrims who we hope 
will soon. start visiting us in good 
numbers. Trees and hedges are being 
pruned, the lawns are being raked and 
seeded, the ravages of this severe win- 
ter are being repaired 

Meanwhile, excavation for the new 
Friary and College continues. Father 
Bonaventure. S.A. with his faithful 
cohort, Bro. Gregory, S.A., are drilling 
dynamite holes in the solid rock, wait- 
ing for meal-time when evervone will 
be under cover, enthusiastically shout- 
ing “Fire” and then pushing the 
plunger to the sound of a. satisfving 
“Whoomp.” There are so many things 
going off around here between 12 and 
1 and 5 and 6 o'clock every day ex- 
cept Sundays, that you'd think this 
was Cape Canaveral 

As we mentioned before, the earth 
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\ used over near 
Lady of the Atonement Pilgrim- 
Chapel to level the ground for the 


ted 1s being 





oor Stations of the Cross which 
hope to erect sometime this Sum 


\ll of the Stations have been do- 
ed but the 
ch we have pictured again this 
uth is still free. We know that a 
d number of you might very much 
e to contribute to the cost of these 


Crucifixion Group 


tues either mm your own Thame or 
At the base 
the complete Crucifixion Group we 
tend to 


iC h we 


HeTOry of a love dl one 


have al bronze pl tcpuie 
shall have inscribed as a 
emorial. We welcome everv dona- 
m, however small. Partial donors of 
have either their 
no name or the mame of al loved one 
scribed on the memorial. You can 
nd your donation or obtain further 


S350 or more may 


formation from 
r. Alexander Beaton, S.A. 


EF 
Gravmoor 
Garrison, N.Y 


VISITORS 


Now THAT THE GOOD WEATHER has 


come we hope that vou will have an 





pportunitvy to visit us at Gravmoor 


| 


e grounds are open for visitors all 
lav during the week. However there 

( no particular SCTVICES and since 
ll of the Brothers and Fathers are 
engaged in their regular work we 
cannot supply guest-masters 

Our regular pilgrimage season opens 
on the first Sunday of June. On Sun- 
davs during the season that last until 
the end of October we have several 


Masses on Sunday for your conven- 


















See back cover for details 





ience and Benediction of the Blessed 
Sacrament together with St. Anthony 
devotions in the afternoon. On Sun- 
days after the Ist of June, the Cafe- 
teria Is open 

When there are no services and 
the Cafeteria is not open, Graymoor is 
still a lovely spot to visit Phe beauty 
setting in the Highlands of 
the Hudson is extraordinary, the quiet 
of our grounds, and the peaceful at 
mosphere of the whole place make a 
visit to Graymoor rewarding 


of ow 


FR. MYLES MULLER 


Last MONTH we told vou something 
Myles Mul- 


ler, S.A. a missionary in Greenwood 


about our contrere, Ft 


British Columbia, Canada, who is trv- 
ing to build a respectable convent for 
our Sisters who assist him there. This 
month we have an article on the town 
of Greenwood that we hope will in 
terest vou. Incidentally if vou can 
Myles 


give Fr a helping hand his 


address Is 
Fr. Myles Muller, S.A 
Sacred Heart Church 
Greenwood, B.C. 


Canada 


MONTOUR BRIEFS 


Or COURSE, sports aren't: everything 
and mavbe some of us bent with age 
have already hung up our score cards 
and scratch sheets. but we like to 
cheer and shout about our own St 
John’s Hawks and the St. Pius X 
Varsity. Basketball teams under the 
capable and energetic tutelage of Fa- 
ther Boniface. Thev have just finished 
off a most successful season, challeng- 
ing all and every midget and make- 





His Excellency Most Rev. Amleto Cicognani with Fra. Kieran Lewis, S.A. 
and Fra. Luke Sullivan, O.F.M. 
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The Crucifixion Group 


Father 
contented — smile 


shift team of the 
Boniface 


these days his team has won a 


vicinity 


wears t 


game. 
At Elmira Addison 


some of the Fathers are giving a series 


Corning and 


of Lenten sermons each Wednesday 
Father 
haps. the most energetic schedule for 


evening Edmund has, per- 
his Wednesday evening series Besicl Ss 
his sermon, he savs Mass, conducts 
special Lenten prayers and hears con 
fessions 

St. Patrick’s Church in Elmira had 
its Sodality banquet at the Mark 
Twain Hotel, and Father Peter was 
the main speaker for the occasion 

For the students’ Ash Wednesday 
fetreat Day, Father Blase was the 
Retreat Master 

On the Feast of St. Thomas Aqui 
nas. Father De Sales held 
kind of 


teams from all the high school classes 


a special 
vocabulary quiz amongst 
combining English words with Latin 
derivatives. The winners were trom 
the first and third vea 

Father 
lecture with colored slides, which is 
always both 


Ralph gave his yearly art 
humorous and educa 
tional and enjoved by the students 
and faculty members 

Mr. Richard Trapp of our Senior 
High School class ably 
our students at a Panel Discussion 
held at the Carmelite High School in 
Auburn, New York 


Vocation Day program 


represented 


as a part of their 
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Return of a Ghost Town 
Continued from page 8 

Johnson. It was decided with the 
Mavor to give them the old fire hall. 
This remains to this dav as the Sis- 
ters’ School of the Sacred Heart. 

On October 13, 1942, the Sisters 
were greeted with 230 registered pu- 
pils. Thus the “fire hall” school be- 
came at once a kindergarten, a gram- 
mar school and a high school for 
students of commercial subjects. The 
Nuns worked tirelessly and = unstint- 
ingly. Thev taught double sessions 
to provide that in all subjects these 
students received the required train- 
ing. This plan carried on all during 
the war vears 

Finally in 1945 a decree of repa- 
triation was issued. The Japanese 
were given each $300.00 and free 
passage back home. Those who re- 
mained were to go East of the 
Rockies. Needless to sav this had a 
damaging effect on the enrollment in 
the Sisters’ School. Between terms 
the enrollment dropped from 450 to 
220 pupils, and in time went even 
lower. Finally the Sisters had to give 
up the upper gradework and now 
limit themselves to teaching the kin- 
dergarten in the same old “palace of 
poverts 

lo the eternal credit of both Friars 
and Nuns of the Society of the Atone- 
ment many of the Japanese remained 
on, won over by the good influence 
of these servants of God. with Rev 
Fr. Robert, S.A. acting Superior of 
the Friars, and Sister Marv Angela 
Mother of the Nuns 

The influence of the Society. still 
lives on. As witness. this recent pic 
ture of the group of First Commun- 
icants of the Church of the Sacred 
Heart will tell. Everv one of the 
group is a Canadian: testimony in- 
deed to the fact that the Religious 
are aiding in the gradual rebirth of 
the city 

The Japanese people, trusted and 
industrious, are also proving pillars in 
this gradual rebirth of this once 
famous mining citv. Thev contribute 
a goodly Catholic segment to the now 
gradually flourishing community. Of 
Greenwood it can be said that it is 
the only place in Canada where in- 
tegration of Canadians and Japanese 
exists. So much so that the voung of 
the community have begun to kee Pp 
company with each other. 

Greenwood is the only place of its 
hind where Catholics have settled in 
large numbers, now making up half 
the population. Many of the Japanese 
it is true. have gone from this “Oasis 
of Catholicism.” but thev will never 
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forget the influence of the Society of 
the Atonement on their lives. 
During my stay in Greenwood an 


occasion presented itself of manifest- 
Ing appreciation on the part of the 
populace. It came time for two of the 
teaching staff to take leave of the 
citv. Sister Bernard, S.A. was return- 
ing for her twenty-fifth anniversary in 
Religious life: Sister Letitia, S.A. to 
her homeland in Japan. A’ surprise 
party was arranged for early that eve- 
ning. The Nuns were dismissed froin 
their convent bv orders from) Fr. 
Edwin, $.A. for the space of an hour. 
On their return they were over- 
whelmed with expressions of  grati- 
tude and jov. During their departure 
the convent had been turned over into 
a veritable headquarters of welcome. 
The accompanving picture vives 
graphic evidence of its genuineness 
The Ladies of the Catholic Welfare 
League furnished the needed goodies. 
The Mavor had appeared bringing 
his colored projector to show in 
story his trip through Hawaii. The 
whole convent was literally crowded 
with an equal mixture of Japanese 
and Canadians. Evervbodv had a 
thoroughly enjovable time. As the 
evening wore on the Mavor after 
having shown his picture, then asked 
for attention. In glowing terms he ex- 
pressed officially in behalf of the 
whole city the heartfelt aupprec lation 
of all, for the work of all the Friars 
and Nuns during the past 15 vears o: 
so. In presenting a sizeable purse to 
Fr. Edwin, S.A. on behalf of the two 
teaching Nuns, he made it clear that 
not only to them, but to all of the 
Society of the Atonement, the cits 
would remain eternally indebted for 
their example of unselfishness and de- 
votion in behalf of the citizens of the 
Citv of Greenwood. tT 


The True Spirit of Italy 
Ca:tinued from page 11 : 

born with malfunctioning of the ears. 
has been serving the Friars’ Masses 
almost since he was big enough to 
walk. And, if one of the Friars leaves 
Rome to return to the United States 
it goes without saving that he will go 
next door and say goodbye to the 
“kids.” 

Infant Jesus Hospital owes its ori- 
gin to the children of Duke Scipone 
Salviati and his wife. who in 1869 
lodged four sick yvoungsters in a 
room adjoining an orphanage on Via 
della Zoddolette. When the children 
being cared for reached the number 
of 32, the Roman municipal authori- 
ties rented a section of the Convent of 
St. Onofrio for them and the Rome 
City Council granted a section of 


ONE 


ground which surrounded it. The Sal- 
viatis organized the hospital with their 
own income and donations, and the 
American Red Cross assisted. . . . Units 
were also built by the American Sov- 
ereign Order of Malta, Donna Maria 
Salviati, and the late Mrs. Nicholas 
Brady of New York 

The Friars have been fortunate in 
having the Infant Jesus Hospital so 
near. In their visits to the children the 
Friars have been able to get an inti- 
mate and edifving view of the Catho- 
lic spirit of the Italian nation. The 
genuine piety of the children, nurses 
and sisters; their unaffected speaking 
of God; their devotion to Our Blessed 
Lady and to the Blessed Sacrament: 
all these have been a picture in minia- 
ture of Italian life today. 

New patients arrive at the hospital 
each = day Emergency cases are 
brought in by ambulance, while chil 
dren with lesser ailments are brought 
by their parents. Just as in American 
hospitals, when the parents leave there 
is uncontrolled weeping. But under 
the tender care of the Sisters of Char 
itv, the child soon makes himself at 
home 

All the children who are able are 
allowed to stay out of bed. In certain 
wards where plastic surgery cases are 
treated, the children are almost always 
up and about. 

How many bright voung faces bear 
names which look so strange to many 
Americans: Sergio, Giovanni, Enzo 
Michelino, Claudio, and Genesio. Ge- 
nesio! What a frightened little bov he 
was when he first arrived. His hands 
had bee NW terribly burned when he 
plaved with gunpowder on the World 
War UL battlefield) of Cassino. The 
fingers were — stiffly turned — back 
against the palms, making the hands 
totally useless. For several davs Ge- 
nes refused to sinile He obeved 
sullenly and was easily provoked to 
tears. Under the wise discipline of 
the Sister, however. he slowly came 
out of his mood. Soon his_ terrible 
ordeal began to fade from his mind 
as he joined the other children in 
their games. Several painful) opera- 
tions failed to dim his spirits. He soon 
acquired a sincere piety and bore his 
sufferings bravely. Often, as he came 
out of the ether and was. still semi- 
conscious, he would mention that he 
was suffering all for Jesus. 

Because he came from a small vil- 
lage. Genesio had not yet made his 
First Communion, even though he was 
nine years old. And so, a date was 
chosen on which he would receive Our 
Lord into his soul. The Sister saw 
that he prepared well for that great 
day. He went on “retreat” for three 
full davs with two other childrea also 


Continued on page 20 
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By the Light 


ONFESSION ... After being away 
om the Church for a good many 
ears I made a Mission and at the 
nd of the Mission I made a good 
onfession. I told everything I could 
emember but I am afraid now that I 
iissed and forgot some of my past 
ins. This bothers me and when I 
spoke to the priest he told me that I 
didn't have to confess the sins I didn’t 
remember. But I'm. still bothered. 
Can you help me? 


If von deliberately withhold con- 
fessing a mortal sin that vou know 
ou have committed, your confession 
is no good and none of the sins that 
vou have confessed are forgiven. In 
addition vou commit another mortal 
sin of sacrilege. Sometimes this hap- 
pens when people are ashamed or 
ifraid to confess a certain sin. 

On the other hand if vou forget a 
mortal sin that vou really did commit 
or if vou do not recall it at the time 
von are making vour confession, vour 
confession is good and that forgot- 
ten sin is forgiven together with the 
rest. Later on if vou remember that 
n fact vou did commit the sin, and 
n fact vou did forget to mention it 
in confession, vou are bound to tell it 


in your next regular confession 

You need not make a special con- 
fession for this purpose and in’ the 
meanwhile vou can go to Holy Com- 
munion, 

When people make a general con- 
fession that) covers a 
vears they do the best thev can. The 
examine their consciences carefully 
ind in the box they honestly tell all 
of the sins that they have recalled 
and remember. But a general confes- 
sion is an extraordinary and unusual 
experience and evervbody who makes 
one is more or less nervous about it 
(although, as a matter of fact. thes 
shouldn't be), and) sometimes thes 
forget. Consequently it happens that 
later on they suddenly remember a 
sin that) they definitely committed 
that they definitely did not confess 
What should they do? First of all 
they should not get excited about it. 


number of 


or worried, or upset. As was men- 
tioned above, the forgotten sin) was 
forgiven with the rest. There is no 
need to run right off to make a spe- 
cial confession because of it. How- 
ever, again as was mentioned above, 
people who recall a forgotten sin are 


bound to confess it in their next regu- 
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lar confession. In the meanwhile. they 
are free to go to Holy Communion. 

In the same way, it often happens 
that some time after making a gen- 
eral confession a person will wonder 
whether he confessed all the sins he 
had committed. He’s not sure. He 
confessed all that he remembered 
but mavbe he missed some. What 
should he do? He should forget about 
it and do nothing, remembering that 
he certainly did not deliberately hold 
anv sin back. 

Sometimes it happens after a gen- 
eral confession that a person remem- 
hers a sin that he definitely did 
commit but he cannot now recall 
whether or not he confessed it. Mav- 
be he did. but mavbe he didn’t. 
What does he have to do? He doesn’t 
have to do anything, but for peace of 
mind he can mention it in his next 
regular confession. In other words he 
can asssume that he confessed it 

It must be remembered that Con- 
fession is a Sacrament of merev. It 
was instituted by Our Lord to take 
away our sins and to give us peace 
One should take the Lord at His 
word and understand that it reflects 
on Him if we insist on torturing our- 
selves over it. 

o_o 


IS IT THEFT? . . . I work for a 
caterer. Often he gives me left-over 
food to take home. Is this stealing, 
seeing that the food is paid for by the 
customer? 


No-this is perfectly permissible. A 
caterer contracts for an affair. He is 
expected to supply the food and the 
service and to clean up afterwards. 
What is salvageable he salvages and 
credits the customer. What is perish- 
able he disposes of according to his 
best discretion. If he chooses to give 
it to vou that is his prerogative and 
vou are free to accept it. However it 
would be wrong for vou to take it 
without his knowledge or consent. 

7 7 7 v 
MARRIAGE ... If my Catholic niece 
is married to a non-Catholic in the 
presence of a minister is her marriage 
valid? 

If a Catholic girl marries a di- 
vorced man in the presence of a 
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ies: 


minister and after living with him a 
few vears she divorces him, can this 
girl be married in the presence of a 
priest this time? 


In order to marry validly, a Catho 
lic must be married in the presence 
of a priest. A Catholic girl who goes 
through a wedding ceremony with a 
non-Catholic boy in the presence of 
a minister is, unfortunately, not mar 
ried at all. 

Should this girl later on leave the 
man with whom she went through a 
marriage ceremony in the presence of 
a minister, she would be free to 
marry properly in the presence of a 
priest. However, as in all other such 
matters concerning marriage; the pas- 
tor must be consulted, 


9 2 2 
CURSING 


mit a sin by saying in anger, “Drop 


Does a person com- 


dead” or “I wish vou'd break your 
neck.” 


Even in anger a person who says 
to another, “Drop dead” or “TL wish 
vou'd break vour neck” really doesn’t 
mean it. However, if he does, he 
commits the sin of cursing and in a 
matter so serious as this it would be 
a mortal sin. If such words are used 
merely as expressions of extreme clis- 
pleasure the sin would be venial at 
most. 
7 y r 7 

THE “WORD”. Will you please 
answer in your “By the Light of the 
Lamp” what is meant by the “Word” 
in such expressions as the Word In- 
carnate and the Word was made 


flesh. 


The Word is the Second Person of 
the Blessed Trinity. Jesus Christ. The 
prologue to the Gospel of St. John 
begins “In the beginning was the 
Word and the Word was with God 
and the Word was God.” St. John 
uses the term Word to show the ex- 
ternal existence of Jesus Christ with 
the Father. The Word existed before 
all time and before anvthing was cre 
ated. The Word is God, and vet the 
Word is distinct from God the Fa 
ther, just as words spoken are distinct 
from the speaker. The Last Gospel at 
“And the Word was 
made flesh and dwelt) among us.” 
Jesus Christ, the Living Word. was 
made flesh and came into the world 
to save men from their sins. i 


Mass relates 
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Pope Pius XII has declared: 

“Whoever takes any part in 
kindling or reviving the light 
of Faith in even one home, can 
be certain that the impulse of 
Divine Power which springs 
from that home will go on in- 
creasing forever. 

“Whoever has helped to- 
ward the ordination of even 
Priest will 
have an abundant share in all 
the Masses which that Priest 
offers and in the fruits which 
flow from his Apostolic labors 
and his holy life.” 


one Missionary 


HESE THOUGHTS of the Holy 

Father are wonderfully con- 
soling for those who might be 
wondering how to arrange for 
prayers for their immortal 
souls after their death. This 
causes anxiety to many per- 
sons, particularly elderly per- 
sons. 

To leave a gift to Graymoor 
in your will for the education 
of worthy boys for the Priest- 
hood is a certain way to have, 
as the Holy Father says, 
“an abundant share in all the 
Masses” these future priests 
will offer. 

The drawing up of a will 
is a prudent thing to do. For 
as Our Blessed Lord said, 
“Watch, therefore, for you 
know neither the day nor the 
hour.” 

While we do not know the 
day nor the hour, we do know 
that even the most popular and 
friendliest persons are soon 
forgotten. A famous New York 
priest frequently said during 
his lifetime: “If you are in- 
clined to be proud of yourself, 
you should attend your 
month’s mind Mass to discover 
how quickly you are forgot- 
ten.” 

This good Priest had offered 
many a month’s mind Mass 
which contrasted most remark- 

+ 





ably from the funeral Mass, as 
far as attendance was con- 
cerned. So be good to your- 
self and arrange to be remem- 
bered by those whom you will 
help to God’s Altar by your 
charity. Self-love as distin- 
guished from selfishness and 
inordinate self-love, is not only 
good but it is a matter of Di- 
vine Precept. 

Pope Pius XII has also said: 
“There exists in fact a defense, 
an esteem, a love and a serv- 
ice of one’s personal self 
which is not only justified but 
demanded by psychology and 
morality. Nature makes this 
plain, and it is also a lesson 
of the Christian Faith. Our 
Lord taught, ‘Thou shalt love 
thy neighbor as thyself.’ Christ 
then, proposes as the rule of 
love of neighbor, charity to- 
wards oneself, not the con- 
trary.” 

All the above will be ful- 
filled if in arranging your will 
you insert: 

“I give, devise, and be- 
queath to the Friars of the 
Atonement, Inc., Graymoor, 
Garrison, N. Y., the sum of 
| ___for the education 
of worthy young men for the 
Priesthood. 

If you desire further infor- 
mation, or if we can assist you 
in any way in making these ar- 
rangements, please write to us. 
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The True Spirit of Italy 
Continued from page 18 ; 
preparing for their First Communion. 
During that time, the three retreatants 
were allowed to look only at spiritual 
picture books, and had to stay away 
from the other children. They lived in 
a special room from the others. On 
the last day of the “retreat” I was 
able to speak with Genesio. Raptur- 
ously, he showed me the picture-story 
of Our Lord’s life, giving a kiss to 
Our Lord’s picture whenever he came 
to it, and a slap to the devil's. As he 
told me about Our Lord his whole 
face seemed to radiate holiness and 
peace. His dark Italian eyes seemed to 
peer right into eternity 

Father Blase Burniston, S.A. cele- 
brated the Mass at which Genesio and 
his two companions received their 
First Communion. The chapel was 
crowded with children dressed in their 
Sunday best. In his brief but thought 
ful sermon Father Blase dwelt on the 
fact that Jesus loves each and every 
child with a tremendous love. And 
that if they return the friendship that 
thev owe Him He will always be near 
to guide and protect them along the 
journey of life. Listening to those 
words, I could not but reflect on how 
appropriate they were. Though many 
of these children were starting life 
with terribly scarred bodies, they wer 
infinitely precious in the eves of the 
God who made them. And_ today 
they were receiving into their spotless 
souls the greatest gift of all: God Him- 
self 

Another young patient was 12 vea 
old Claudio Costantini, the bearer of 
two verv noble and ancient Roman 
names. When I first saw him he was 
a sick and feverish boy bothered by a 
terrible earache. He remained at the 
hospital for about a month. 

Claudio had read) many Italian 
comic books with their stories of the 
American West, and had seen every 
cowboy picture that came to his local 
theater. Like many European boys 
he felt that the West was still as it 
is shown in the movies: cowboys with 
the sixguns, the stage coach being 
held up two and three times a day, 
posses forming, and the exciting chase 
through the desert dust. How he 
longed to share in such a life of ad 
venture! Beside such glory. the great 
wonders of Roman antiquity about 
him faded into nothing 

The children at the Infant Jesus 
Hospital were flesh and blood human 
beings and not angels. Several times 
the visitor might find that his little 
friend Genesio or Claudio was in 
castigo i.e., standing in the corner 
for being bad, or worst of all (for 


99 


Continued on page 


Graymoor Gift Annuity Plan 




















ITALIAN PEOPLE are justly proud 
ave in their country the shrine 
st. Anthony, the Wonder-Worker 
idua. After devotion to Our Lady, 
ition to Il Santo, as the Italians 
gnate their saint, is the most 
ular and widespread throughout 


Each year on the feast of St. An- 
nv ( June 13) so enormous are the 
wads that gather in Padua that often 
ré is not enough room in the city 
accommodate them all. One year 
0.000 pilgrims from all parts of 
lv, Germany, Switzerland, Austria 
d France converged on Padua on 
e 13. Almost a hundred priests 
ud = confessions and more than 
5.000 received Holy Communion 
In the afternoon of the feast day a 
wession takes place. City officials, 


ldiers professors and workmen ot 


dua participate along with the nu 
erous pilgrims marching behind the 
clics of St 


raises. Padua goes “all out” in hon 


Anthony, singing his 


ing the Saint on his feast day 

But devotion to St. Anthony is by 
means contined to Italy alone. He 

the saint of the Catholic Church 
Wherever there is a Catholic Church 
there is usually a statue of the saint so 

it he may lend a helping hand to 
those in need. What St. Therese of 
the Child Jesus said may well apply 
to Anthony. “I will spend my time in 
heaven in doing good upon earth.” 
For over seven centuries St. Anthonys 
has been doing this 

St. Bonaventure points out the 
power of St. Anthony with God in the 
Responsory composed in his honor 
deliverance from ce ath eTror calam- 
tv, the devil, sickness, perils of the 
ea. imprisonment, — restoration — of 
health and lost articles. his miraculous 
protection in all dangers and in every 
wecessity.” Why is St. Anthony so 
powerful with God? The answer will 
ways remain a mystery, for no one 
knows why God in preference to other 
Anthony to 
dispense his graces and favors so lay 
ishly on mankind. But as Anthony 
merited the caresses of the Child on 


eat saints chooses St 


earth, so in heaven he continues this 
itimacy by securing favors and bless- 
igs for men, 


east or St. ANTHONY. Fesruarny 15 
Besides the feast of St 
lime 13, the Franciscan Order cele- 


Anthony on 


brates the commemoration of — the 
Pransterence of the Body of St An- 
thony each February 15. It was on 
this dav in 1263 that the stone coffin 
carrving the bones of the Saint was 
carried to the church dedicated to 
n Padua. When the coffin was 
pened, the saint’s body was found 
educed to dust. but the tongue was 


him 


See back cover for details 





At DSt.Anthonn’s Feet 


still fresh and ruddy. The General of 
the Order, St. Bonaventure. took it 
into his hands reverently and cried: 
“O blessed tongue which did ever 
praise God and lead men to love Him, 
now we see how precious thou art 
in the sight of God.” 

On this feast day the oration is the 
following: “Grant, O almighty God. 
who alone workest signs and wonders, 
that. as Thou didst preserve incorrupt 
the tongue of the blessed Anthony, 
Thy confessor, after his death, so we 
through his merits and intercession 
may ever be worthy to bless and 
praise thee.” The Secret for the Mass 
is this praver: “Receive. O Lord, as 
the odor of sweetness the sacrifice we 
offer Thee, and grant that, through 
the intercession of blessed Anthony, 
Thy confessor, we may ever present 
our bodies as a holy host pleasing to 
Thee.” And the Postecommunion reads 
thus: “Refreshed by the heavenly sac 
rament. we beseech Thee suppliantls 
O Lord. to keep under Thy continual 
protection Thy Church, which Thou 
didst will to glorify through the 
preaching and miracles of blessed 
Anthony.” 


New Book own S11 AnTHONY. Mrs 
Helen Walker Homan has written a 
charming study for voungsters en 
titled, St. Anthony and the Christ 
Child (New York: Farrar, Straus & 
Cudahy, $1.95). The author was hon- 
ored by the Friars Minor of St. Bona- 
venture University. who conferred 
upon her the degree Doctor of Liter 
ature 


ANTHONY AND ANTHONY. Besides the 
great Saint of Padua other famous 
men in the historv of the Church have 
born this name. Some of them are 
St. Anthony the Hermit whose feast 
is kept on January 17. Bl Anthony 
Baldinueci, a Jesuit, who died in 1717 
He worked among the poor in Viterbo 
and. Fraseati. There is Bl Anthony 
Bonafadini (Dec ] al Fria Minor 
who labored in the Holy Land and 
died in 1482. BL Anthony Della 
Chiesa was a Dominican friar of the 
fifteenth century who was a popula 
and effective preacher July 28). St 
Anthony Marv Claret famous arch 
bishop of Santiago in Cuba. He died 
in the vear of the Vatican Council, 
ISTO. and founded the Missionary 
Sons of the Immaculate Heart of 
Marv. known as Claretians. His feast 
dav is October 24 

Other illustrious personages include 
Bl Anthony Gianelli, who died in 
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1846. He was from Pavia and was 
made bishop of Bobbio. Bl. Anthony 
Grassi was a priest of the Oratory 
of Fermo in the Italian Marches. He 
died in 1671 and was beatified in 
1900. BL. Anthony Ixidax was a Japan 
ese Jesuit who was put to death 
in 1632 with five Franciscan and 
Augustinian friars. Bl Anthony Mansi 
spent most of his life wandering 
throughout Europe as a pilgrim. His 
feast day is February 1. Bl Anthony 
Middleton was a diocesan priest in 
England who died for the faith and 
was beatified with many others of his 
country by Pope Pius NIT in 1929 

Bl. Anthony Nevrot was a Domin 
ican friar who died for the faith in 
1460. Bl Anthony de’ Patrizi was a 
member of the order of Hermits of St 
Augustine. His feast is kept April 27 
Bl. Anthony Pavoni was a Dominican 
priest who died for the church in 
1374. BI 
aged artisan who was put to death 
by the Turks in 1480 for refusing to 
give up the faith. Bl Anthony Aman 


dola was a priest of the Augustinian 


Anthony Primaldi was an 


Order whose feast is kept on January 
28. BL Anthony of Stroncone was a 
Friar Minor who died at San Damiano 
in 1461. Much of his lite was spent 
Anthony 


of Lerins was another hermit born in 


in solitude and prayer. St 


Lower Pannonia. The last part of his 
life was spent in Lerins. France. His 
feast is December 28. St. Anthony 
Mars Zaccaria Was born mm ( retmona 
in 1502 and founded a religion. com- 
munity known as the Clerks Regula 
of St. Paul. Because their motherhouse 
was at the Church of St. Barnabas in 
Milan thev are usually called Barna- 
bites. Their founder died in 1539 and 


was canonized in 1897 t 
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The True Spirit of Italy 
( tinued from pade 20 

those bovs), in bed for the 
rest of the day. Usually the little “pris- 
oner” would be freed in honor of the 
but after the 


most solemn promises to be good 


active 


visitor's arrival only 
“forevermore 

Manv of the boys who remained 
in the hospital for more than a few 
weeks would come next door to the 
Church of St. Onofrio and serve the 
Friars’ Masses. They did quite well 
easily Jearning the Latin which is so 
their Italian. The 
changing of — the from the 
Epistle to the Gospel side was often 
task for the smaller fry, 
times they had to be 
prompted in a stage whisper to ring 
the bells. but) their 
than made up for any mistakes 


similar to own 


missal 


a gigantic 


trie THAN 


good will more 

Italy is a land poor in material re- 
sources but rich in faith. Its long po- 
litical struggles for national unity have 
left deep wounds and are a reason 
today for the paradox of a large Com- 
party. in a Catholic nation 
still loval to her Catholic 
All is not perfect. but much 
is being done along the lines of reli- 
the 


For the Friars who have been 


miunast 

Italy is 
heritage 
gious instruction, and future is 
bright 
Rome 
the instinctive piety and knowledge of 


privileged to be stationed in 
eternal values found among the chil- 
dren of the Infant Jesus Hospital will 
alwavs be a testimony of the true 
Catholic spirit of Ttaly t 


Martyrs for the Pope 
Ce stinved from page 13 
thev chanted the Litany of the 
Saints and finished with the orations 
As thes brought to 
they could see a large image of Christ 
Crucified which taken by 
the Calvinists from a local church and 
This would be 
their type of death too. But first they 
were placed in a dungeon even more 
filthy than that on the ship and in 
Gorkum. It filled with filth 
that they were overcome by it. They 
huddled together in complete dark- 
ness, not knowing their new torment 


city 


were prison, 


has been 


hanged in) mockery 


was so 


their persecutors would devise. 

On the morning of July 9, 1572 at 
one o'clock the little band of martyrs 
was made to walk in procession from 
the jail to the place of execution. a 
turfshed. Father Nicholas was the first 
to win the crown of martyrdom on the 
“See, 


to heaven.” he consoled them. 


the way 
“Follow 
me as brave soldiers of Jesus Christ.” 
He was 38 vears old. The others did 
follow courageously and on the next 
day 


gallows. mv. brethren 


two ditches were dug and the 


.) 
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bodies of the 11) Franciscan friars 
and their eight companions were cast 
into them. There they remained until 
1615 when thev were brought to Brus- 
sels. Portions of their relics have been 
distributed to many churches in other 
parts of Belgium. 

beatified 
on November 14. 1675, and canonized 
by Pope Pius IX on the feast of SS 
Peter and Paul (June 29) 1865. The 
place of their triumph at Brielle has 
been the scene of many pilgrimages 


These saintly men were 


and processions. The prayer for their 
feast dav on July & reminds us of the 
struggle in which we must engage if 
we would win heaven as they did. “O 
God, Who didst the glorious 
struggle for the faith which thy hols 
martyrs, Nicholas and companions en 


adorn 


dured with the laurel wreath of eter- 
nity, mercifully through 
their that battle 
as they did on earth and so be made 
the 


grant ts, 


merits we may do 


worthy to receive crown with 
them in heaven.” 

Their festival on July 
with the feast of Our 
Atonement, for the members of the 
Society of the Atonement. But the 
coincidence in not unfitting, for Mary 
is the Christ. the means of 
uniting all with Him and with 
each other. She suffered victorioush 
in the the Atonement 
sharing with her Son in His triumph 
over ey il and cle ath She enables all 
her sons and daughters to endure suf- 
fering in the spirit of the Cross. even 
to the point of martyrdom if need be, 
in order to bring them to eternal life 
in heaven. t 


9 coincides 
Lady of the 


wav to 


men 


mystery of 


Wheat Over the Hill 
Continned from page 15 

He dropped his eves wearily. “All 
right! Let’s drive up to Kaypowski’s.” 

“She's no woman to visit with,” my 
mother said stubbornly. “She never 
talks.” 

“Well, how about Corber’s?” 

My mother’s lips thinned. “How 
can we go to Corber’s?” 

My father opened his mouth; then 
he nodded and moved beside her. 

“It's been a strain, Nellie—I know 
that. But don’t up now-—now 
when we're over the hill. If I get that 
crop cut, we're made, Nellie. I'll take 
you to Edmonton—I'll build you those 
kitchen) cupboards vou've — alwavs 
talked about. Nellie, PH—Tll buy vou 
a hat that'll make that thing look like 
a ball of bindertwine.” 

I went outside. The heat hit me like 
a burning sheet. There were cracks in 
the baked earth a foot deep. It was 
perfect ripening weather—and — the 
worst hail year in the memory of any 
homesteader. 


oj eo 
give 


ONE 


From the snake-fence that closed in 
the barnyard, Dad's 30 acres of wheat 
rippled towards the west pasture bush 
like a lake of waving brown gold. 
Next to Cramer's linetence, it was so 
high I could only catch glimpses of 
Ed and Bub. It was the most talked- 
about wheat crop in the whole Al- 
berta bush-country then. Seemed to 
me we'd dreamed of it all our lives— 
and now we had it, something had 
gone out of our lives that might never 
come again. 

“Next year, Nellie!” 

That was Dad’s rallying ery through 
all those hard 
from the day 


homesteading vears, 
he first measured back 
from the surveyor’s line and threw up 
little cabin on the South-West 
Quarter of Section 12. With Mother 
piling, he grubbed his first eight acres 
out of the virgin bushland. He sang 
each morning he slung his axe over 


our 


his shoulder, leaving for work before 
the night-dew had from. the 
knee-high grasses and peavine. He'd 


soaked 


work an extra hour after supper, and 
he trudged back at 
shirt would be hard with sweat, his 
face black and wearv—and content. 

With the lines tied behind his neck, 
Dad opened the first land, leaning his 
whole weight on the steel walking 
plow when the share jarred on a root; 
and the night the breaking was fin- 
Mother—heavy with Bub then 
walked with him up to the trail to 
look at the shiny furrows, moistened 
by dew and moonlight. 


when nine, his 


ished 


“The vield from that virgin loam 
my father could hardly talk. “Nellie— 
it’s bread for all the world!” 

Hlow could he foresee the SCTICS of 
late springs and early fall frosts? Mar- 
quis wheat took LO4 days to ripen. It 
was heartbreaking to see it rise strong 
on the breaking, higher where the root 
then have the frost 
come too soon. We cut the weightless 
grain with the mower and raked it into 
stacks for feed 

Last vear it was a wet fall. We had 
than 40 
wheat, and rain was drizzling as we 
hurried to finish the stooking. For two 
weeks the sun scarcely shone on the 
blackening October bush. Finally we 
wakened to see it: shining—on fields 


fires had burned 


more acres broken, 15) in 


that Jay shrouded in blinding white 
snow. 

I went along the rows, pulling apart 
the stooks [had built with such loving 
care. Mother, with Ed and Bub, 
helped shake bundle free of 
snow. When mitts were too cumber- 
Mother used her bare hands, 
till they were cracked and bleeding. 
What grain was chewed out of the 
thresher graded Five Tough. The ele- 


each 


some, 


Continued %®n page 24 


Graymoor Gift Annuity Flan 























| ' MOSTLY FOR MEN 




















by John Patrick Gillese 





























is IS THE MONTH when so much of 
wonderful wildlife renews itself. 
that simple statement is a beauty 
d significance of vast importance to 
130 million men who take to the 
tdoors again, as well as to the 
men and children who go with 
em 
Its good to see Ould Blackie back 
un!” my mother would say of a 
it-black crow, a sentinel for a flock 
that came north to our Alberta back- 
wods farm before the snows had left 
the ground—returning again, to their 
intering grounds in Oklahoma, in 
te August or early September. There 
is always real sorrow in her heart 


hen he perched on the old bare 


balm for the last time, caw-ling his 
followers to go south. “It'll be a long 
id lonely winter before vou're back 
It was, too. But when he did come 
seemed he headed first for that an- 
cient tree-top, to fold his” shining 
ings and comment on how his Cana- 
dian homestead looked to him. We 
mld come running, every one of us 
starved for some life again. To my 
wther, isolated on that little Alberta 
farm, those crows were real company 
real friends 
Foday, though, much of that once- 
plentiful wildlife is disappearing 
Gone torever is the great auk and 
passenger pigeon, whose clouds 
uce stretched for 40 miles under the 
in. The true prairie-chicken (the 
lovely game bird with the orange 
mutts” below his ears) is rare: and 


t} 


few of us today have ever witnessed 
the magical mating dance of the birds 
Most of the 86 species of grizzly that 
mituralists believe once wandered 
North America at will, are likewise 
estinet forever. The wolf-packs have 
brought the lordly Dall sheep to the 
verge of extinction: the Eskimos and 





some Indians have done the same to 


the barren-lands caribou. 


Ir was Nor really “sportsmen” who 
rought this loss—unless you brand 
every man who fires a gun as a sports- 
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man. The professional game-hunters 
destroyed the passenger pigeon; just 
as it was the trader—not the real 
trapper—who left the marten almost 
extinct. In 1770. Samuel Hearne 
could report to the Hudson's Bay Co 
in London that the Indians were 
bringing in great quantities of marten 
skins, exchanging 60 for a two-pound 
copper kettle. And though the onus 
still lies heavy on those who carry a 
gun, the story is much the same vet 

Not long ago—to illustrate—I met a 
“rough-neck” (oil-worker) who told 
me he always carries a rifle when his 
rig is drilling in what, until six years 
ago, was unexplored interior — hills 
“Place is crawling with grizzlies!” le 
said. “They ll stand there and Jook 
vou right in the eve.” For that cause, 
he has killed five—five of the largest 
and rarest grizzlies left in the world 

Tragic isn’t the word for it. The 
grizzlies have never seen man before. 
That is why they are curious, Dan- 
gerous? Well, from spending a life- 
time in the wilds, I would say the 
country is now a lot more dangerous 
for grizzlies than for oil-workers 
Those five, if left alone, could have 
meant 15-20 bears in a few vears 
time—bears the like of whic ha sports 
man would pay $1,000 just to get a 
chance at. I don’t suppose my oil 
worker knows that a grizzlv bear has 
not reached good maturity until he is 
50 to 70 vears old! Once gone, you 
can never bring them back. 


Ir is Now, in the springtime, that the 
most unnecessary toll of wildlife is 
taken. Men have the fishing streams 
to lure them: and most of us carry a 
29_“inst in case.” The hills and bush 
still haven't taken on their heavy fo- 
liage. Likewise, it is a lot easier to 
stumble onto wildlite—many species 
of mothers, all handicapped with 
their newborn young. 

Sometimes it’s misplaced atfection 
that does the damage. Everyone— 
especially women and children—wants 
to cuddle a newborn fawn, perhaps 
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carry it home as a pet (though it’s 
against the law). If you pick up a 
newborn fawn, or baby moose, or an- 
telope and play with it for even half- 
an-hour, chances are you've sealed its 
death-warrant. The little babes are 
completely odorless at birth (so that 
predators cannot hunt them down) 
and once moved, the does and cows 
can never find them again. In addi- 
tion, many individual mothers will not 
accept their own again, once they 
have been contaminated with the 
odor of man. Many nesting birds will 
abandon their eggs if children touch 
them—and children are allowed to do 
so, probably a million times in the 
aggregate in a single summer 

Good intentions can destroy, too 
Thus I know aman who Saw a mother 
lynx staring from a tall tree in mid- 
May. Knowing the local zoo wanted 
voung Iwnx, he lassoed the mother 
and—after 20 minutes of tugging at 
the great “cat”—got her out of the big 
branches She died, aus did her three 
unborn young. No man can take a 
pregnant lynx or cougar or coyote or 
fox from its native habitat at that time 
of year without causing loss of the 
kits at least. Such a wild) mother’s 
terror is as real as any human's 


THE COMPLAINTS of pressure groups 
have also taken their toll. Thus, for 50 
years, naturalists thought the lordly 
cougar had disappeared trom New 
Brunswick. Then a whole tribe of 
them was found, living in man’s back- 
yard, doing no damage. Yet in British 
Columbia and the State of Washing- 
ton, there is a bounty on the big 
“cats.” | knew one fellow who set 
forth each spring to hunt what he 
called “man-killers” and their kits. He 
had scars to prove the ferocity of the 
cougars sOoUvCHITS ot one occasion 
when he got too near a birth-den. I 
can only sav that cougars aren't rab- 
bits; and any cougar that didn’t attack 
to defend her young, would be pretty 
near death's door Watch out even 
when you go to a park or wildlife pre 
serve! Those playful bear cubs only 
have to let out one howl] and you're in 
real trouble.) The point is, if) that 
kind of lion-lhunting is kept up, one 
day our children will have to go to 
Africa to shoot anything in the cougar 
class 

Last spring, while fishing, T met a 
voung man who proudly showed me 
a female mink he had shot. She was 
fishing the same pool—and he had a 
22 tk aning adgaist the tree beside 
him. I asked him way 

“Gonna get her tanned!” he said 
Tanned! Their fur in spring, as I told 
him, is poor—not worth taking 

Well, 1 trapped mink as a boy. I 
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Mostly for Men 
( t ed fro page 23 

still think a lot of farmers’ sons might 
have liked to earn a few dollars from 
catching the kits that mother mink 
would have had. The old trappers I 
used to know the real trappers: the 
outdoorsmen: the men apart—always 
let the females go, even in the davs 
when any silver-fox skin meant $100 
in their pockets. 


WeE CATHOLICS KNOW that man was 
given dominion over wildlife. We 
know we can use it. We also know 
we may not abuse it. 

Thus, when I see a man driving his 
farm tractor right over a grouse nest- 
ing in the stubble-cover, I remember 
mv own father, who was a farmer, 
too, without many of this world’s 
dollars. He would laugh in rare de 
light when a surprised snort from old 
Pat, our lead horse, told him there 
was a nest of spoonbill duck or Hun- 
garian partridge near the old Clydes- 
dale’s clumsy feet. My father would 
plow around it; then take us, after 
dinner, up to see “the sight” in the 
patch of vellow amidst the black 
When the voung were hatched and 
away, he'd take up a shovel, dig up 
the little diamond of vellow, scatter 
seed by hand. That patch of grain 
always seemed to ripen as fast as the 
other—and I know its little tenant 
gave my father far more companion- 
ship than trouble 

Like most Americans, I enjov a 
good day's hunting in the fall. But 
there’s a time to sow and a time to 
reap; and in the springtime. it is 
wrong to molest the seed of nature 

This is the month of the Woman 
we love—and the women we love. It 
is wonderful to walk forth and see the 
woods and water renew their wildlife 
But when vou go forth, walk as a 
gentleman. Every creature you meet 
will probably be female (for near at 
hand is a nest or voung 

Whether she spits at vou, cries at 
you, or cowers beneath your feet, be 
very, very kind. Walk away gently 
and leave her to her love. si 


Wheat Over the Hill 
Continued trom page 22 
vator wouldn't take it for fear of heat- 
ing: and all winter long—each time we 
saw vapor on the frozen air—Dad and 
I “turned” it in the cold gloom of the 
granary 

Phat winter my dad first read of 
Garnet—a wheat that was supposed to 
ripen in about 90 days. The look came 
back to his eves. There was no Garnet 
seed in the bush-country. and the ask- 
ing price for it in Edmonton) was 
$2.25 a bushel, registered seed 

“It's make or break it, Nellie,” my 


ONE 


father said. “We're seeding 30 acres 
to Garnet.” He turned to us all 
“Every dollar Bub gets from trapping 
goes for Garnet. Every cent Stanley 
makes from his writing is for regis- 
tered seed. I'll sell every COW but on 
if we have to...” 

By St. Patrick's, the water was melt- 
ing on the snake trails, and crocuses 
were pushing five-pointed stars through 
the shrinking snow. The gophers came 
out early, and even the geese seemed 
to cheer us as their great wedges 
winged up the smoke-shrouded valley 
We were seeding on the third of May 

earlier than ever we had with 
Marquis 

My mother worried that it was too 
good to last. but the weather kept per 
tect. Warm rains greened the fields 
and when the stooling season came, 
you couldn't even see the rows. I think 
the reason Dad started us clearing 
new land so madly was because he 
couldn't keep away from his Garnet. It 
swelled into the shotblade when the 
other homesteaders’ Marquis was still 
only stooling 

“It's a long way from the granary 
vet,” Father would say, as more and 
more settlers trekked to the farm = to 
admire it. “God knows.” 

“Stop talking as if you had it in the 
bin.” Mother said once. “Likely this'll 
be al hail veal " 

“Hah!” my father said. “I studied 
hailiin Kansas, Nellie. That's why I 
homesteaded this side of the river 
Hail tollows the river. It goes in belts 
and. streaks—but always south of the 
river.” 

“There's the Pembina River,” Ed 
reminded him 

“We're 20 miles from the Pembina!” 
my father said irritably. 

Ed wasn't a pessimist—he just liked 
to argue. He wanted to be a lawyer 


some d Ay. 


July came, sweltering hot. Across 
the linefence, Jav Cramer's fields were 
as green as the great balms along 
Sucker Creek: but. already. our wheat 
was coloring: Even Mother caught 
Dad's optimism. She began getting out 
the linens for Sunday visitors—linens 
she had brought as a bride from Kan 
sas. She and Dad sat into the nights 
talking—partly because the — cabin 
wouldn't cool, even with the door 
open, but also because of the crop. 

‘Itll go two thousand bushels. 
Nellie 5 my dad predicted when the 
kernels were in the milk stage. Now 
each tire he admired the wheat, he 
could hardly keep his voice level 

Then, in those sultry davs—so hot 
we had to build evening smudges to 
keep the oxen from going crazy with 
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HURRAY FOR DOUBLEDAY! 


DouBLEDAY AND COMPANY, IN- 
NPORATED, that is, whose publish- 
house is currently offering a 
mle $5000 bounty for new books 
th a Catholic theme. The prizes 
ll take the form of advance-publi- 
tion royalties. One prize will be 
given to the author of the best novel 
of Catholic interest whose plot and 
eatment embodies Catholic princi- 
ples and values. The second $5000 
purse will be awarded the writer of 
the finest biography dealing with a 
figure whose life and actions consti- 
tute a significant contribution to the 
Catholic heritage; and the — final 
ward will go to the best non-fiction 
work presenting the spirit of Catholi- 
cism as propounded in the teachings 
nd tradition of the Church. 

The board members who will judge 
these entries are illustrious indeed 
Harold C. Gardiner, S.]., literary edi- 
tor of the Magazine America; Mon- 
signor John S. Kennedy, editor of the 
New Haven Catholic Transcript; Dan 
Herr, president of the St. Thomas 
More John J. De- 
lainey, editor of Image Books, the 
“pocket” Doubleday and 
Company which has made numerous 
fine Catholic books available to the 
discriminating reading public at mod- 
est prices. 


Association; and 


division of 


When one hears of a contest of this 
kind, one hopes all sorts of good 
things for the participants on both 
sides: for the contest itself, success in 
ittracting a sufficiently varied and 
talented assemblage of contemporary 
Writers to make it all worthwhile; for 
the judges, orthodoxy and open- 
. a rare but valuable 
combination; finally, for the writers 
themselves, the 
Imagination 


mindedness . 
twin blessings of 
and integrity, without 
Which no really fine work of art can 

me into being. 

Unfortunately for ventures of this 
sort, it seems to be quite difficult to 
turn out a genuinely “Catholic” novel 


See back cover for details 


(or work of non-fiction, for that mat- 
ter... although the faithful detailing 
of facts may actually be a more felici- 
tous means for the accomplishment 
of “Catholic” writing than the imagi- 
native discipline). But why? Why 
should such a task be so very ardu- 
ous? Is it perhaps that we do not 
really know what “Catholic” means, 
in the literary sense? 

It is all too common to come upon 
perfectly dreadful books (usually 
making up the bulk of parish lending- 
libraries) which are pure as the driven 
snow and twice as sterile, and which 
have somehow earned the reputation 
of being suitable, and therefore Cath- 
olic. reading. There exists no differ- 
between the hack works to 
which I refer and the usual pulp ro- 
mances pick up at the 
corner cigar store except for one or 
two 


ence 


one may 


additions in the form of stage 
properties to mark the characters as 
belonging to the Church. As one critic 
has bitingly said, “Take the same old 
saccharine heroine; give her the same 
old” perils and 
through, but put some rosary beads 
in her top dresser drawer and voila!, 
a Catholic This is an acid 
indictment, but holds true in all too 
many cases. And IT doubt if this use- 
mulch is the sort of thing for 
which the judges of the Doubleday 
contest wait in hope. 


adventures to get 


novel!” 


less 


Rather, they must earnestly wish for 
a miracle in the form of a writer of 
the class of Sigrid Undset or George 
Bernanos, whose Kristin Lavransdat- 
ter and Diary of a Country Priest, re- 
spectively, rank among the world’s 
finest works of fiction, Catholic, non- 
Catholic or pagan. They would seem 
to be waiting for biographers like 
Hilaire Belloc Raissa Maritain, 
whose chronicles doubly as 


and 
stand 
masterpieces, both for their wealth of 
accurate detail and for their clarity 
of purpose. They must be looking 
anxiously, in the non-fiction barrel, 
for fledgling Gilsons and Wards, 


whose fresh originality of approach is 
only equalled by their clear-sighted 
conception of the what 
She really is, in all the splendor of 


Church as 


her doctrine. 

Perhaps this time ‘round, instead 
of the general run of manuscripts, 
some rare pieces of true gold will 
turn up, to the edification of Double- 
day and its market of readers. Is 
there, perchance, a Dostoievsky hid- 
ing sheepishly in your cellar? Now is 
the time for him her to for- 
ward, magnum opus in hand, and be 
recognized. If we really mean what 
we say when we condemn the spread- 
ing sale of newsstand tripe and liter- 
ary pornography, then we must do 
our part to replace it with something 
worthwhile and readable. So just in 
case this contest is the chance you've 
been looking for to present an anti- 
dote to Peyton Place, address your 
inquiries thusly: 

Catholic Contest 
Doubleday and Company, 
Incorporated 

Garden City, N.Y. 

You notice I said inquiries... not 
entries. A lost manuscript is worse 
than a lost, endorsed check. So write 
first for details then stun ‘em. 
Good luck! 


come 


HYMNS TO MARY... 

. ARE ESPECIALLY appropriate dur- 
ing the months of May and October, 
but wouldn’t it be nice to have a re- 
cording of such songs to play for Our 
Lady’s feastdays all vear ‘round? The 
of course and the 
need hes heen supplied by the St 
Choir of Mount 
Calvary, whose director, 
Rev. Irvin Udulutsch, O.F.M. Cap., 
hopes that such a recording will help 


answer is ves, 


Lawrence Seminary 
Wisconsin 


restore popular religious singing to the 
home. 

Under of Fr. Irvin, 
the choir sings a selection of favorite 
Marian anthems: Hail, Holy Queen, 
the Lourdes Hymn, the Salve Regina, 
O Sanctissima and many other fa- 
miliar The choir has 
recorded a Lenten program including 
Parce Domine, Stabat Mater, and O 
Sacred Head Surrounded, and are 
presently preparing a third album, to 
be released) around November 1: 
Hymns for Advent and Christmas. 
interested in obtaining 
information about this series 
may write to; St. Lawrence Semi- 
narv Choir, Mt. Calvary, Wisconsin. 
Each album is $3.95, plus 45¢ for 
packaging and mailing. Father Irvin 
tells me that the proceeds from the 
sale of the recordings will help to 
educate deserving boys for the priest- 
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hymns. also 
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Mostly for Women 
Cini from page 23 

Surely in the midst of all the 
recordings so widely 
circulated today (and I call that an 
understatement of the most charitable 
ought to find real family 
the ion ot 
worthwhile songs well sung, as these 


hood 


less inspiring 


sort) we 


enjoyment = from Possess 


ONCE IN A WHILE... 

I roncet that T can’t turn out a 
good cake to save my life, and I go 
ahead and do it in spite of myself 
This is sheerest luck, and T always 
teel T must perpetuate the memory of 
making 
note of the weather conditions at the 


such a moment. by careful 
time, the phase of the moon, just 
exactly what cup 


spoons | happened to use. et cetera 


measuring and 
all in the vain hope of revisiting 
.. but it 
I do think it’s me and 


not the recipe, however, so [m going 


the scene of my triumph 
never works 


to pass on to vou one of the recent 
with which I've had amaz- 
fine results just once, of 


recipes 
ingly 
course. To wit: 
Circus Cake 
Silt together 
I's teaspoons cloves (powdered ) 
2 teaspoons cinnamon 
1 teaspoon nutmeg 
' te uSPOON ¢ ardamon ( powde red) 
1 teaspoon baking soda 
teaspoon salt 
2") cups flour 
Now ble na well 
Is cups brown sugar 
% cup cooking oil 
2 well-beaten eggs 
Stir the sifted into the 
brown sugar mixture very slowly, beating 
well, Now add 
1 cup broken walnut meats 
| bits 
dipped in powdered sugar for the 


ingredients 


and miiving 


1 cup 4ximdrop (use scissors 


snipping operation ) 
Bake th 


45 minutes to an hour 


cake in a moderate oven for 
A greased loaf 
pan or chiffon-cake pan is best for this 
purpose. Th desired. a glaze of powdered 
sugar and water may be spread on top 
when the « ake Is almost cool, This dessert 
is guaranteed to appeal to the younger 
members of the family... they think 
they're getting candy and cake all at one 
fell swoop ...and by gosh, they're right! 


Wheat Over the Hill 


Coutimed from page 24 


the flies-we saw the first hailstorms 
gathering to the west. Suddenly the 
afternoon was cool. A breath of icy 
wind would reach us. Then the hori- 
zon would clear again. Somebody had 
got hail. 

“God spare the souls,” 


poor my 


mother cried at first, as she always 
had when a neighbor was in trouble. 
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Nearly every week there was news 
of hail hitting somewhere west of the 
Pembina—smashing limbs from trees, 
killing chickens. Then the Wrycjoskis 
got it, up on the sandhills to the north. 
When they drove down to see us, I 
thought Mr. Wryejoski had 
looked sO old. 

The hail struck closer to home—but 
south of the river, as Dad had pre- 
dicted, over by Sucker Creek. 


never 


Almost 
into our yard. There were a lot of new 
settlers, people we didn’t know. But 
there were the other homesteaders, 
like the Wheelers and Bill Braebrook, 
who got hailed We heard 
that the Corbers wouldn't even have 
pickings left to winter the cattle 
Mother exclaimed 
But there was something different in 


every day, wagons drove 


out, too 


age ” 
God save us! 


her voice—something different in’ the 
way my father pored over figures 
We did a lot of visiting, as we al- 
wavs had when neighbors were struck 
by misfortune. Each time we left, the 
homesteader and his wife would come 
out into the yard and ask if we could 
spare them seed, come spring. Seemed 
to me, the only people we didn't visit 
were our old neighbors—the Corber’s 
We had known Alf and Ella Corber 
since’ first we came to Wild Brier 
Valley. We had visited them 
than anyone else in the early years; 


more 


we used to have them over for Christ- 
mas, and they'd invite us back for 
New Year's dinner. “Why don't we 
drop in on them now?” i asked one 
evening, when we were coming home 
past their corner 

My mother spoke, her voice sharp 
“They never made a cent since they 
came to that farm. We'd never get 
paid. They'd be better off if they sold 
out and left.” 

In the end, the Corber’s swallowed 
their pride and came to see us. Ed, 
wandering outside after chores, sighted 
their wagon, jolting past Cramer's cor- 
ner of scrub bush. below our garden. 

He came running into the kitchen 
excitedly, just as Mother was touching 
a match to the coal-oil lamp. She 
looked at my father. My dad nodded 
and went outside, walking as if he'd 
done a hard day’s work and dreading 
the last of the evening chores, as their 
team jogged into the yard. 

Corber’s horses were slow and thin: 
the tires on the wagon were so loos- 
ened, they had to be tied with hay- 
wire. Alf and Ella were talking and 
smiling as they pulled up. They both 
had poor teeth. 

“You must be living right, Sam!” 
Alf pointed to the flowing wheatfield, 
gold-gray in the gathering dusk. 

“Hah!” My father lifted his hands. 
“That stuff's solid gold, Alf. I'm that 


ONE 


much in debt for registered seed, I'd 
need four dollars a bushel to clear it, 
let alone pay for threshing and twine 
Wished I'd put the land into oats.” 
“For look who's 
!" My mother, acting surprised, 


goodness sake, 
here! 
was on the porch. She invited Ella in. 

Mrs. Corber had brought a sealer of 
blueberries. My mother was flustered 
as she accepted it. “Ella, you'll let me 
pay for this. After the misfortune 
you've had—” 

“You'll not pay Nellie.” Mrs 
looked at mother. “You 
and | have always brought something 
to each other.” 


me, 


Corber my 


Alf and my dad came in, laughing, 
and we tried to visit like always. 

“We were talking about the first 
spring you came, Nellie.” Alf said, to 
my mother. “You ‘member that Sun- 
day we spent catching suckers on the 
creek?” 

“The Lord My 
laughed. “That water was cold!” 

“Stanley just a shaver 
then. "Member how he wanted to get 


save us!” father 


here was 
in to catch the red-striped suckers? 
Finally I made him a whistle—” 

“How my mother 
exclaimed. “Now he’s trying to be a 
writer—and Ed's talking about going 
to law school—Lord knows where the 
money ll come from.” 

“You were smart even then, Stan- 
lev.” Ella looked at me, standing by 
the door. “And a good boy. T remem- 
ber when your mother left you with 
Bub was born. I 
could see then vou were going to be 
a book-writer. You'd sit for hours tell- 
ing stories to the dog.” 


the time goes!” 


me—the time wee 


When the 
Corbers finally emerged, only my dad 
was talking 

“I'm ten kinds of a fool, Alf, but 
I've promised away more wheat than 
I've got—if,” my father said wearily, “I 
ever get it. Just between old friends, 
Alf, surely you can get your seed 
cheaper somewhere? This is Garnet, 
you know—and any Registered Seed’s 
so hanged expensive to begin with...” 

That was what Mother meant when 
she said she couldn't go to visit the 
Corbers—or the Wheelers or Brae- 
brooks. Something had gone out of 
our homesteading happiness in Wild 
Brier Valley... 


I had to go outside. 


My dad came out of the house with 
the axe. He shouted for Ed and Bub, 
then turned to me. “We're clearing a 
few more hours, Stanley. Tomorrow 
we're taking a trip to town.” He acted 
as if it was a casual event. Your 
mother was raised to better than this 
—to pretty clothes and concerts and 
the like. Can't blame her for getting 
sick of homestead cooking, of home- 
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by LYNN ALEXANDER 
713 Hampden PIL, Pacific Palisades, Calif 


hort CALL, TEENS! Letters have been 
pouring in from all over the world, so 
| hope you are all present and ac- 
counted for this month. Our regular 
nail opening sessions are like happy 
family get-togethers! To begin with a 
letter close to home: 


Dear 
Tam almost 16. My parents refuse to 
low me to ride in cars with boys be- 
cause of all the trouble teen-agers get 
into. Recently T met a very nice boy who 
16 and has a car. He works every 
night until nine: then he and his buddy 
pick us up at the coke bar, and we go 
driving around, Since my parents refuse 
to let me ride in cars until Tam 18, 1 
have to sneak out with my boy friend. 
He can’t understand why my parents are 
so strict. He hates it as much as I do 
hout telling my parents that my girl 
friend and Tare just going for a walk. 

I know that if T told my mother about 
soing out with Bob, I'd probably never 
he able to go out again. How can I con- 
vince them that all teen-agers are not 
out “looking for trouble’? May God 
grant you your favors and bless you. 

Thank you very much! 
Pat from Wisconsin 


Lynn, 


Well, Pat, you're never going to be 
able to convince your parents if you 
continue to sneak behind their backs! 
Sooner or later you're going to be 
caught. And then where will you be? 
Right behind the eight ball where 
hovs and dating are concerned! Your 
lolks will realize that you have proven 
‘ourself untrustworthy and unreliable. 

The most convincing argument that 
you can make is in getting your par- 
ents better acquainted with the boys 
you date. In this way vou will be 
wsterring your disagreement. from 
boys in general” to “this particular 
bov.” In this instance, arrange for 


back cover for details 


your parents to meet this boy and get 
to know him. Invite him over to help 
you with your homework or with a 
new hobby. Ask permission to inchide 
him when family attends a 
Church or community function. If it’s 
possible, set up a situation where Bob 
will chauffeur the family. You might 
sav casually “Bob has the car tonight 
and he has invited us to go with him 
to the parish picnic.” If you can prove 
hy Bob's driving that he is a safe, 
sane individual behind the wheel, half 
of your battle has been won! 


your 


Face up to rr, Pat, a lot of teen-age 
bovs are not good drivers. Thev're 
like spoiled children once they turn 
key. But that 
mean that there aren't plenty of teen- 


the ignition doesn't 
age boys who are just as responsible 
as any adult. Admit that there are 
reckless drivers but at the same time 
folks that you 
would not. get a car with that 
kind of daredevil. “I value my neck 
more than any date.” you might add. 

Aimless riding around in 
a good idea. But riding to a 


emphasize to your 
into 


cars is 
never 
specific place with a capable driver 
who has passed his drivers’ test and 
proven his skill is permitted by most 
teen parents. But until this permission 
is granted, Pat. why risk the trust and 
faith of your parents for the sake of 
riding around? 


To ciame in New Hampshire: T am 
not acquainted with the phrase that 
vou used. It must be a local expres- 
sion. However, on the basis of how it 
sounds, I'd say definitely not! 


Quire A NUMBER of requests have 
come in asking for information re- 
garding pamphlets for teens. In addi- 


tion to my own “About Dating,” 
“More About Dating,” “About Popu- 
larity” and “Letters from Parents of 
Teens” which may be obtained from 
Franciscan Printery, Pulaski, Wis., for 
20¢ each, The Queen's Work pub- 
lishes quite a few. Here are some of 
the available topics at 12¢ each: Are 
You Scrupulous? (Lord), Don't Be A 
Liar! (Lord), “Don’t Swear Like 
That!” (Lord), Everybody's Going 
Steady (Wahl), The Girl Worth 
Choosing (Lord), I Was Going 
Steady (Lord), A Letter to a Catho- 
lic Girl (Kane), Of Dirty Stories 
(Lord), Shall I Be A Nun? (Lord), 
Shall I Start to Drink? (Lord). So We 
Abolished the Chaperone (Lord), 
Tips on Temptation (Fulkerson). 
What to Do on a Date (Lord) and 
Why Be Decent? (Lord). 

LONGER BOOKLETS at 25¢ include: 
Love, Sex, and the Teen-agers (Lord), 
Modern Youth and Chastitv (Kelly). 
Problems of Courtship and Marriage 
(Bowdern), and The Right Answers 
to Teen-Age Boys’ Sex Questions 
(Kelly). Among the books available 
are: Partv Planning for Young Adults 
(Wobido) $1.00 and Planning Your 
Happy Marriage. $1.50. The address 
for The Queen’s Work is 3115. S. 
Grand Blvd., St. Louis 18, Mo. 


SPEAKING OF sex education, 
times I think that we civilized mod- 
erns could well take a hint from our 
less advanced neighbors. — Brother 
Venard Blais, P.O. Box 7, Tunduru 
via Lindi, Tanganyika, East Africa, 
sends us this account of the ceremo- 


some- 


nies in his parish: 


“To begin the initiation of unyago the 
whole populace of the area gathers  to- 
gether and spends an entire night) in 
singing and dancing (this is supervised 
by the Aksio Katoliki, Catholic Action 
men). The next morning, the boys are 
isolated, taken to a large bamboo and 
grass hut in the pori, where they stay 
from four to tive weeks. Here they are 
instructed in self-knowledge, in 
bodils adult and 
tribal customs. Trustworthy teachers for 
this instruction, which is permeated with 
Christian truths and ethics, are provided. 

“The girls enter unyago the last two 
weeks of this period, after another such 
singing dancing night, 
cluded in a dwelling close to the mission 
cared tor by teachers and in- 
structed in what pertains to their Chris- 
tian growing up in the tribe 

“The boys and girls end their unyago 


proper 


hy iene, m MMwANNeTS 


and being  se- 


women 


on the same day. Especially bathed and 
wearing new clothing they parade into 
the church for a special Mass for their 
intentions, at which the boys see the 
womentolk and the girls the mentolk for 
the first time since the unyago began 
There is great and 


rejoicing, feasting, 


Continued on page 28 
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‘Teen ‘Topics 


Continued from page 27 


dancing in honor of the initiated who 
take their places with the men or 
the women, with all that that implies in 
privileges and responsibilities, in work to 


taken in family 


now 


be done, in places to he 


and tribal g ithe rings % 


WouLp 


Ves 


THAT PARENTS evervwhere 
enlightened land 


would take such pains and pride to 


even om our 


fulfill this need of their growing teens! 
From 


that 
sent to 


NEW Mary 


reading 


asks 
material be 
worthwhile missionary 
priest. He is Brother Alphonsus Cou- 
lon. P.O. Box 620, Ndola, North Rho- 
desia, Africa 


YORK, Palmer 


vour used 


aeovery 


AND FROM INDIA “Out here we can 


get any amount of communist litera- 
ture free of charge. By means of the 
printed word they are propagating 
their false doctrines among innocent 
people. I think through the 
means we can also propagate our holy 
Faith. Whenever [ get any reading 
matter I pass them to the local public 
reading rooms run by Hindus. They 
are always welcomed by them. Any 


old Catholic books and pictures are of 


same 
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immense use to us. Gratefully yours in 
].M.J.. Brother John T-O-S-F, Catholic 
Mission, P.O. Jhansi (U.P.), India 
There are two fine opportunities to 
put Faith this 
month, teens! 


your into practice 


and 


PEN PAL List is available 
if you would like one, drop me a note 


with 


A NEW 


your name, address, age, and 
“gees Til ne 

25 cents for handling costs. "Til next 
time, the merry month of June, God's 
best to you and yours! t 


- — 


Wheat Over the Hill 
Continued from page 26 

made chairs—of never seeing a neigh- 
bor for weeks on end. 

“Stanley,” my father said, “we're 
over the hill now. Life’s going to be 
different for all of us. Fetch the horses 
from the pasture this evening.” my 
father finished, matter-of-factly. “We'll 
leave early in the morning—make a 
day of it, for a change.” 

Wild Brier consisted of two streets 
running east and with Centre 
Avenue sloping downhill from the 
Community Hall on the south. to the 
railway depot. Along the tracks stood 
the grain elevator and stock-loading 
pens and a slough where muskrats 
built push-ups each fall. The two- 


west; 


ONE 


Main Street West 
and the unpainted, hip-roofed livery 
stable, on Second Street West, were 
the biggest buildings in town. 

My dad’s good shirt was. stained 
with sweat as the listless horses pulled 
up before the livery barn. We had 
taken the end-gate out of the wagon 
for Mother's benefit; Dad 
had to help her dismount. | swung 
the side; Ed and Bub climbed 
out onto the high rear wheels and 
jumped to the hard-packed earth 
As long as | could remember 

the Christmas had 
always tied up to the hitching rail and 
thrown the horses a bundle of green 
feed. But this morning, Dad had told 
us not to bother with bundles. Ed 
gawked as the uncommunicative lis 
eryman started taking the halter-ropes 
from the hames 

“It’s a whole dollar,” Bub breathed, 
“just to put them in the barn!” 

“Always put your animals in out of 
the heat, son,” Dad said loudly. “Give 
them a bite of oats,” he added, to the 
liveryman. 

“Another tifty cents!” 
him, in a whisper 

“Dollar,” the liveryman corrected 
without even looking our way. “Pm 
gonna have to pay a lot for feed this 
winter,” . 


storey frame hotel 


even so, 


over 


even 


for Concert—we 


Ed reminded 


chagrined at 
failure to impress the liveryman, we 
started down the 
towards Centre Avenue 


Feeling slightly oul 


wooden sidewalk 
Ed drew ou 
attention to the rough-edged couch- 
grass growing between the planks of 
the sidewalk 

“That's 
from 


where our weeds come 


These town guys should be 
sued.” 

There didn't seem to be anyone to 
see, much less to sue. The tinkle ot 
the blacksmith’s hammer sounded list 
lessly. Dogs panted in the shade of the 
sunburnt buildings. We turned north 
on Centre Avenue, into the Manhattan 
Cafe 

The place was cool, dim and de- 
serted. It was fully five minutes before 
Mah-Kat-On-Lee appeared. The Chi 
nese proprietor’s sallow skin glistened 
as he moved to the counter, half- 
closed eves taking us in from head to 
toe 

“Hot weather. Ice-cleamy?” 

My father appeared casual. “We 
were thinking of dinner, Mah.” 

“Sook; sowbelly or flied chicken; 
ice-cleamy. apple or bluebelly ply.” 

“Sam. I can’t stomach sowbelly!” my 
mother whispered. “Maybe chicken.” 

“You sittee.” Mah-Kat-On-Lee shuf- 
fled back the kitchen. “I 
cookee very quicky.” 

We sat in one of the three booths 


Continued on page 29 
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at Over the Hill 
{ trom page 28 
the south wall. The Chinese 
back to the counter for his 
He came around to the booth 
wked at us in contemplative 
as if to make sure we weren't 
ment of the heat, then shuffled 
ith a determined grip on the 
er. We heard the screen door to 
kitchen Mother jumped 
1 the sudden squawk of a chicken 
tbruptly cut off outside 
| broke the silence. “Fresh meat,” 
iid 


slam. 


he soup was cold and greasy. Dad 
to make polite talk while we 
ted three-quarters-of-an-hour — for 
hicken. Finally the proprietor of 

Manhattan Cafe appeared, a white 

el on one arm. The big platter he 

ied was likewise covered with a 

te napkin. 

Mother “My, it’s 

« eating out for a change!” 

Sure is.” Father 

siness, Mah?” 

No. business.” the Chinese 
Commit slew-i-cide velly soon.” 

We waited till he was back in the 

tchen. Mother spread her napkin. 
Father did likewise. Bub. without for- 
lity. bit piece of — fried 
hicken. He looked surprised and bit 
in. Then he put his head back 
sainst the back of the booth, mean- 
hile tugging at the chicken with 
both hands. His eyes began to bulge 

“Bub!” my father yelled. “Where's 

r manners?” 

All right.” Bub said, panting. “You 

it 

Dad tried. So did Mother. So did I. 
Our efforts were psychologically cir- 

scribed by the silent reappearance 

Mah-Kat-On-Lee. He drooped be- 

nd the counter, watching us with 
distinct displeasure. 

He must have bought that chicken 
the first vear he came in,” Dad said, 
ina low voice, smiling for Mah’s 
benefit. 

Finally, we pushed the half-eaten 
plates of chicken away. The proprietor 

t the towel back on his arm. He 
shuffled over. “Dessert?” 


brightened nice 


agreed. “How’s 


said, 


into a 


We all chose apple pie. which was 


nuildy. I thought Mother was going 


to cry as Dad paid for our dinner. 


It's all right, Mother,” Dad said, 
vithout enthusiasm. “Let’s get the 
land look around town.” 


lhere wasn’t much to see, except 
¢ heat-hung streets and deserted 
ldings. We wound up in front of 
\ce Bean’s woodworking shop—“Cof- 
& Cupboards A Specialty”—di- 

across the from the 


rectly street 


back cover for details 


Manhattan Cafe. Sounds of planing 
came from within. Dad stopped 

Old Ace had Montana 
sheriff before coming to the Alberta 
bushland. Now, most of his time went 
to making coffins. We could see seven 


been a 


of them, through the open doorway, 
sitting on wooden trestles. 

“Thought Mother might like to see 
what can be done about those kitchen 
cupboards,” my father said loudly, 
but we knew he wanted mostly to see 
inside 

Ace Bean emerged from the rear of 
the shop to meet us. He was 82; short 
and straight as a gun barrel. His little 
goatee eyes, 
piercing blue. At Dad's request, he 
showed us the coffin he had made for 
himself, from white pine. Bub’s eyes 
popped when Dad asked Ace if he 
had ever shot anybody 

“A few,” Ace said. The way he 
talked, you believed him. “Hung a lot 
more.” Ace looked down at his plane 
and added. “I always keep thinking. 
though—it was a shame they weren't 
buried in coffins.” 


was snow-white; his 


“Take me out of here!” my mother 
whispered. “Take me home!” 


into the 
couldn't touch the metal tires 


Climbing wagon, you 
As we 
drove out of town, balloon-shaped cop- 
perheads—their contours ringed with 
faint white silk—-were piling in the 
southwest. Not a leaf stirred along the 
roadsides. The sun seemed suspended 
in a brassy sky. 

It was a long way home 

Sometimes we boys would jump out 
of the back of the wagon and walk 
half-a-mile. trying to fan 
with poplar branches. The heat was 
And sultry. Away to the 
southwest—where our homestead was 
—the skv had grown blacker, till it 
was a seething, twisting, bloated caul- 
Every 

was 


our selves 


close now 


dron of many sores and colors 
few mass 
touched with tongues of lightning. 
Every time my father looked at it, he 
whipped the horses 

We were well past Jay 
shack—onto the open range-line and 
less than a mile from home—when the 
sun was suddenly sucked from the 
skv. Dad grabbed the 
whip again as the fearsome 
rolled overhead. We were almost at 
the range-line corner when the wind 
hit us. It was like an arctic breath 

Father pulled up the trembling 
team. “Bub! Ed! Unhitch the traces!” 

“No!” my mother screamed. “Sam, 


seconds the great 


Cramer s 


smothering 
clouds 


take me home!” 

“Get that neckyoke off!” Father 
shouted at me. “Nellie, for God's 
sake, get out of the w agon.” 

“We can make it home!” my mother 


screamed. “Oh, Sam, the money we ve 
wasted this day—I want to get back 
to my chickens!” 

My dad pulled her bodily off the 
wagon. 

“Stay under the box, Mother,” he 
said gently. “Whatever you do, dar 
ling, stay under.” 

Cramer's cattle, madly, 
their tails straight out behind them, 


bawling 


tore crazily across his summerfallow, 
which bordered the range-line. They 
were galloping straight towards the 
fence which separated the summer 
fallow and wheat—towards the tence 
through it, as if it were a mirage 
straight through the wheat—still bawl- 
ing in terror—headed tor the bush 

“Stanley!” My father 
“Hurry, son. You've got to help me 
Tie King to the back wheel—on this 
side. Hang onto his bit—don't let it 
go. I'll take Bess. Boys”—he glanced 
around—“get under the wagon with 
Mother. Don't let her be frightened 
Ed—Bub—don't let her out of there 
please, boys.” 

A bolt of white lightning split the 
vacuum of sky; trembled, brightened, 
and the thunder shook the road unde1 


shook me 


our feet. King leaped, jerking me oft 
the ground. 

“Whoa, Bess! Ho, King!” My fa- 
thers voice was steady. “Easy there 
easy!” 

Dad had to grab both sides of Bess’ 
bit, using all his weight to swing her 
back to earth. A wild roar, as of an 
earthquake, was filling the darkening 
day. 

“Hurry, Stanley—tie him up.” Dad's 
voice was urgently steady. “Whoa, 
boy—easy, Bess! Keep close to the 
Keep Mother 
boys—under the box, and as far over 


wagon, Stanley sate, 
to this side as you can—" 

I had got King tied and was crouch- 
ing against the shelter of the wagon, 
both hands on King’s bit, when the 
first hailstone cracked. It 
somebody had hit the empty wagon 
box with an axe 
as a pullet egg—bounced over the 


was as if 
The hailstone—big 


horses’ backs into the wild raspberry 
bushes that lined the dusty roadside 


Lightning forked wickedly again 
then the road was whitening under 
It looked as if the earth 
had opened up under terrific pressure, 
shooting hail skyward, but the stones 


hailstones 


were smashing out of the northwest on 


sheets of drenching rain, raising a 
curtain of mud around us, sending the 
horses rearing wildly. The raspberry 
flattened and Fo 
two minutes, the noise was like a tor 


nado, Then suddenly there was an 


bushes vanished 


easing that was almost like a calm. 
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The horses, their eves rolling white, 


Under the wagon, 


“Daddy— 


were still rearing 
Bub was 
Daddy—” 
“Ssh, 
cried 


whimpering 


shush!” my mother 


thank God! It's 


darling 
“It's ovei 
over—” 

“Hold on, Bub!” Dad yelled. “Stay 
down, everybody. Now. she’s’ really 
comimg x 

There rumble like thunder 
the summertallow. Only it 
thunder. It a hail front, 


blotting out Cramer's land, 


Was a 
across 
wasut Was 
its very 
breath flattening the sodden grasses 
before it 

King reared before the first stones 
struck. T was jerked higher than the 
wagon box, and the rings of his bit 
hurt my hands. At the same time, a 
fists hit the back 


thousands me on 
and head. 

“Stanley, let him loose—we'll never 
hold them—” 

My father’s shout was lost as Bess 
leaped backwards, throwing him on 
his face. The wagon. heavy though it 
was. pivoted precariously under the 
horses’ wildness 

“Stanley!” 
shield his 


Bub screamed 
Father trving to 
head with left: hand. 
His good white shirt was flapping in 
wet shreds. “Cut them loose—don’t let 
them pull the wagon over—” 

His right hand was fishing for his 
jack-knife. He got to his knees. A hail- 
stone. big as a duck egg. hit him be- 
hind the ear. He fell on his face as 
the horses reared in fresh terror 

“Sam!” It was 
like no scream T have ever heard be- 
fore or since. “Sam!” 

Ed grabbed her legs, pulled her 
back under the wagon. | grabbed for 
the fallen knife as a hailstone. sharp 
as a splintered rock, slashed the side 
cheek. Another hit my wrist: 
the knife dropped, and my right hand 
lost all feeling. Thad to keep watching 
it. as T moved towards the knife—the 
knife that seemed to dance and blur 
amidst the falling hail. 


was 


his 


mas mother screamed 


of my 


Suddenly there was no longer any 
sharpness to the pain—or any noise 
Just a dull droning. Just King. leaping 
high above me. jerking against the 
halter that tied him to the heavy oak 
wheel. Just the halter rope. thick and 
black through the shroud of 
ice. 

My hand, holding the knife again, 
King fell) backward into the 
storm. Bess gave a last violent: jerk. 
And suddenly T couldn't see her. 

I turned to my father, Iving. still 
under the pounding hail. T locked my 
hands under 


falling 


rose. 


his chest and moved 
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a dark 


blot on the road, but far, far away... 


back towards the wagon box 


(Cramer 
that 
seemed as many days. The first thing 


Twelve minutes it lasted 


told us later)—twelve minutes 
my eyes focused on was the sun, com- 
ing out steady and soft, on the shiny 
ice. Last great drops of rain—the size 
bullets 


of the sun 


of silver stabbed slowly out 
Fhe roadside was a ftlash- 
flood of green boughs and leaves and 
slushy ice. | was propped under the 
wagon box, against the wheel, Mother 
crying over me and Dad rubbing my 
wrists. 

“Dad, are you all right?” 

“Never telt better, son!” Dad tried 
to grin, then he turned his face away 
and crawled out on the slushy road 
His back was covered with mud and 
I crawled after him, wanting 
the sun. shivering with cold. Dad had 
a great red welt behind his ear. Away 
to the east, silent sheet lightning fol- 
lowed the inky black of the storm 

Dad took a long breath and faced 
me. “That was a daisy-cutter, Stanley.” 

“Sure was,” [ said shakily. 

“Stanley”—Dad’s smile 


again—"if TI ever again say anything 


bruises, 


was crooked 


about you wasting your time writing, 
would vou oblige me by kicking me 
where it'll do the most good?” 

Ed and Bub joined us. Ed’s face 
was white. Bub was crving. So was 
. still un- 
der the wagonbox. Dad reached un- 
der, to take her hand 

"Nellie, it’s all over.” He helped her 
upright, still sobbing. “Mother, we're 
all right—every one of us. We're safe, 
dear heart!’ 

Thad never heard my dad talk like 
that in all our vears on the homestead 
But my 
forted. Her dress was ruined, her good 
shoes heavy with mud. “T brought us 
to this! Oh. Sam—” 

“Nellie” Dad said. “this 
first mistake. We forgot 
brought us to our homestead 

“The hat!” My mother didn't seem 
to hear him. “When T wore it for vou, 
Sam, vou were all [E wanted! You—and 
—and life to our own making! Good 
neighbors and peace with mvself—” 

“Mom.” my dad said’ softly, “I'm 
allowing us that one mistake. Will vou 
allow it, too?” He looked at the splen- 
did sun, shining in the blue sky. “It’s a 
pity when you're so far away from 


my mother—without hope 


mother wouldu't be com- 


Was our 


hig what 


God—stuck up in a city or somewhere 
so von don't ever need to ask His 
forgiveness ...so vou don't ever feel 
His pardon and His blessing sort of 
coming down on you again.” 
That wav. he got her comforted. 
“Hey. look!” Ed raced back to the 
wagon, licking a handful of ice. He 


ONE 


pointed across’ Cramer's fields. “What's 
that 

Fhe wheattield, as far as the bush 
as it the 
whole farm was summerfallow. Lying 
almost at. the 
bush was a still brown outline. My 


way up almost at the bush?” 
showed black through white 
northwest edge of the 


dad looked at each of us. 

“That,” he 
reason | wanted to keep you all under 
cover. That's one of the calves that 
didn’t make it.” 

He took Mom’s “Come on 
boys. Let's help Mother home and 
have supper. God knows where the 
but theyll turn up) some- 


said softly, “was the 


arm. 


team is, 
where 
We walked on the wet grass sides 
of the dirt road. The boys took oft 
their shoes and shrieked at their foot- 
prints. Close to the house, they tore 
My head 


was glad to follow Mother's pace 


ahead of us ached, so | 
The 
garden lay between it and our cabin 
up on the hill. Mother looked at the 
battered rows of vegetables. 

“Now, Nellie” Dad 
chin started to tremble again. 


We passed) Cramer's scrub. 


said, as her 
“It's not that, Sam. Pm remember- 
ing Ella bringing me blueberries—” 
“Dad! Hey, Dad!” Ed and Bub 
back up on top of the hill 
shrieking their shoes 
above their heads. “Come and look! 


were 
and waving 

Heedless of the mud, we ran to join 
them. From the vard—already starting 
we stared in amazement at the 
field. The east 
looked as_ if 


swathed _ it. 


to dry 
wheat 
Cramer's. a jagged cv- 
clone had But 
that—to the west and over the knoll 
the field waved 


side, next to 


bevond 


. wet with drops of 
rain, but tall and strong... glistening 
golden in the gentle sun! 

“My God!” my father whispered 
He rubbed at his eves. “Hail hits in 
streaks, but—” His face worked as he 
looked at Mother. “Mom,” my dad 
said, “it appears to me He figured we 
were worthy to keep it after all.” 

He started unsteadily towards the 
snake-fence, as if he would examine 
the whole 30 acres; then he turned 
and came back to us. 

“It’s crop, vours a lot 
more than mine. But Pd like to sug- 
gest we visit a few old 
offer them what seed they need. They 
can pay it back when they get a 
harvest—” 


vour too 


neighbors. 


“Ed and Bub!” It was something to 


see my mother’s face. “Gather the 


eggs and slop the pigs. Stanley, don't 


you do anything. Sam, you could fetch 
the oxen up with the cows. We could 
do the milking early and drive to 
Corber’s evening  visit—Oh, 
dear!” My mother broke down. “It's 
good to be home!” t 
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Graymoor Gift Annuity Plan 





——— 


— 


Installment 16 


Kare today is a book like 
this a biography in the 

it tradition, rich in 
haracter and incident in 
ught and emotion. It 
lls the engrossing story of 
strongly marked Worn, 
f her conflicts and the in 
tertwining of lives in the 
st half century. With her, 

will live through = the 
rth of Gravmoor, with its 
ehter and. tears 


} 





Chapter 7—(Continued) 
That They All May Be One 


Other associates of Graymoor were informed of the 


Holy Father’s gracious answer and on October 23. the 
Father Founder sent a telegram to Monsignor Conroy 
telling him that the time for corporate submission had 
come at last; that preparations for their reception were 
underway. -On October 25, Father Paul, vested in 
surplice and stole, went up to the altar, opened the 
tabernacle door and consumed the hosts. Mother Lurana 
\Minguished the sanctuary light. “God grant,” she 
raved, “that we do not have to wait too long for the 
red lamp’s re-lighting.” After that, she could not bear 
to enter the chapel. This last stage of the journey to 
Fold was bewildering; but once again, the Good 
pherd sent His under-shepherd to lead them aright. 
onsignor Conroy arrived at Graymoor on the 25th. 
What an answer to prayer,” wrote the Foundress, “and 
hat a relief! Surely now everything will go right. He 
Monsignor Conroy) was so good and kind and said 
t he had travelled night and day, for four days, to 


the 
} 
M 


t 


, ; 
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come to us, as he was in the back-woods of Canada and 
did not receive Father's telegram at all, but one from 
his secretary in Ogdensburg, giving the contents of a 
letter Father had sent to Monsignor over a week ago.” 
Monsignor O'Keefe came over from Highland Falls 
on the same day. His attitude was not quite so cordial 
He was taking his office of instructor most seriously and 
felt he must proceed cautiously, as the Society's recep- 
tion into the Church had no precedent. Each Sister was 
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called to the parlor fe in interview with him. When 
Mother Luranas turn came his first words were, “¢ lose 
that window She did so. “Now.” he continued, “T want 

uto signa clechar ition saving that vou believe Anali- 
can orders to be invalid.” The Mother Foundress asked 
if she might consult Monsignor Conroy ind Father Paul 


vere outside in the garden. Hurriedly she wrote. “I 


the Church's ruling regarding Anglican Orders 

lesire to bow my individual judament to that de 

Phey both agreed that it was all right. “Sign it!” 

ommanded Monsignor O'Keefe when she submitted it 

to him This was p rhaps the greatest ordeal The davs 

that followed. though full and busv, were not such 
LINTOUS OCS 

The Very Reverend Edward Blecke, Provincial of the 
Friars Minor, accompanied by Reverend Paschal Robin- 
son. O.F.M. (who afterwards became Papal Nuncio to 
Ireland), came to Graymoor on the Feast of Saints Simon 
ind) Jude. Mother Lurana tells of her joy. “Oh, how 
happy T felt when the former asked to see the chapel. 
By the light of a candle we entered. I led the wav. He 
was so kind and I feel that he has already taken us into 
the family, the great Franciscan Order which I have 
loved so much and for so long.” 

In the meantime, Monsignor Conroy had gone to New 
York. He returned with permission to say Mass and 
reserve the Blessed Sacrament on the following morning, 
the morning of the Dav of Davs for the Society, October 
30. 1909. Archbishop Farley generously supplied every- 
thing necessary; a precious golden chalice (which the 
Community still treasures), altar linens, and five sets of 
vestments. Monsignor Hayes, later Cardinal Archbishop 
of New York, sent a missal and missal-stand 

The Chapel of Our Lady of the Angels was blessed 
ind the consecrated altar stone put in place by Mon- 
signor Conroy on the afternoon of the 29th. Toward 
evening, when the associates of the Society had all 
irrived there Was a general meeting and some private 
interviews also took place. Mother Lurana was desper- 
itely tired, but happy, as she herself put it, “in an 
entirely unemotional way, in the center of my will.’ 

The next day was Saturday, Our Ladv’s Dav. The 
She pherdess of the wandering sheep had led her little 
flock straight into the Fold. Monsignor Conrov said the 
seven, o'clock Mass in the Sisters’ chapel. The Blessed 
Sacrament was reserved and Mother Lurana had the joy 
of relighting the red lamp. Later in the morning. the 
two Friars, tive Sisters, six Tertiaries and four children 
knelt before Monsignor Conroy and mice the IT protes- 
sion of faith. “Thank God.” the Foundress wrote that 
evening, “we are safe in Saint Peter's Boat!” And she 
added, “The only fervor L felt was when T made my 
profession of faith, especially at the words, “And LT believe 
all that the Holy Catholic and Roman Church believes.’ 
Ah! it was good to say it out aloud and from inside.” 

Reverend Father Paschal said the early Mass on the 
day following the reception, Father Paul served, and the 
little group of converts received their First Holy Com- 
munion. A few davs later, Monsignor Edwards, the Vicar 
General of the Diocese, arrived at Gravmoor with a 
kindly, old priest who was to be the Sisters’ chaplain. 
The Monsignor showered gifts, spiritual and material, 
upon the Societv. Nor did his generosity end with his 
visit. On the way to the station, he stopped to purchase 
a leg of mutton and some fruit. which he sent back to 
the convent by Tom, the driver. Those who were not in 
a position to visit Graymoor sent letters: of Ccongratula- 
tions and best wishes to the new converts 

His Excellency, Archbishop Farley. came himself on 
the tenth of the month to confer the Sacrament of Con- 
tirmation. Immediately after the ceremony, Father 
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Paschal received the two Friars and five Sisters into the 
Third Order of Saint Francis by investing them in the 
“little habit.” the scapular and cord. When all was over 
the Archbishop told Mother Lurana that he was arrang- 
ing to have two Franciscan Sisters come to Graymoor in 
order to train her littke Community in the religious life 
Mother Lurana’s heart almost stood still, With that splen 
did foresight of hers, she saw lost the unique and God 
given spirit and vocation of her Institute; its precious 
customs; the recitation of the Divine Office; its work for 
church unity. All this nerved her to speak. “Oh, You 
Grace,” she pleaded, “I fear greatly that this would 
mean the disruption of what is now a happy and united 
little family. I have received a novitiate training in a 
large Anglican Community, one founded upon the Bene 
dictine Rule, whose Constitutions were drawn up by a 


‘Catholic lawyer and all the usages are most Catholic.’ 


The Archbishop delayed a moment, then said reassun 
ingly, “Very well, if it is going to make you unhappy | 
won't do it. | want you to be happy.” 

The Archbishop, in his broadminded charity, could 
appreciate her outlook. Before he left that afternoon he 
gave the Foundress a generous gift of $100. To Father 
Paul he gave $50, which was to be used for the con- 
tinued publication of THe Lamp. Best of all, the kindly 
Archbishop told the Founder that he was to start at once 
with his studies for the priesthood at Saint Joseph's 
Seminary, Dunwoodie. He would remain there five days 
a week, coming back to Graymoor every Thursday after 
noon. The Archbishop’s “at once” was rather literal 
Father Paul left for the seminary on the following Sun 
day. He travelled in secular priest’s clothes, the first 
time he had gone without his brown habit since his 
investiture in 1900, 

Because of the Father Founder's absence from Gray- 
moor, much of the correspondence was handled by 
Mother Lurana and the Sisters. At this time especially 
new LAMP subscriptions came flowing in, together with 
letter upon letter of congratulations. Under date of 
November 3, Archbishop Falconio, the Apostolic Dele 
gate, wrote to the Father Founder 

“Your kind letters of the 27th and 31st ult. were re- 
ceived on my return trom Notre Dame. It was at Notre 
Dame that I learned from the Reverend Editor of the 
Ave Maria of your final reception into the Church. | 
earnestly prayed on that day that God would bestow His 
choicest blessings upon vou and the Society of the 
Atonement. Indeed. as you well express it in vour letter 
that must have been a dav of great joy for souls who 
for vears have been seeking most earnestly to term a 
part of the true Church which Our Lord instituted for 
the salvation of our souls. 1 sincerely hope that nothing 
Will happen to mar this joy, and that you and all the 
members of the Society of the Atonement will continue 
to enjoy that peace of mind and heart which is given to 
those who seek the glory of God. At the same time, since 
Our Divine Lord is for us an exumple of intense sutter 
ing and prayer, we must be ready for any trials which 
may come to us in our journey towards a happier lite 
and embrace cheerfully our cross and carry it with truc 
Christian re signation as the Saints of God have done 

“The great Saint Francis whom vou have chosen as 
your model will give vou strength and courage. and | 
recommend you and your Community to read often the 
life of this great Saint, that vour hearts may be tilled 
with the love of God and of your neighbor. 

“Lhave not as yet seen Father Paschal. I shall be most 
happy to hear from him anything in your regard. 

“T assure you of my continued prayers, and = from 
my heart bless you and all the members of — the 


Community. (Continued next month) 
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urvatorial Society 

An ideal way in which to help your beloved dead is by 
enrolling them in the Graymoor Purgatorial Society. 
The living may also be enrolled and participate in the 
spiritual benefits during life and after death. These 
benefits are: Remembrance in 6,000 masses offered 
yearly for the Purgatorial membersanda remembrance 


in 30,000 other masses, also in the prayers and the 
Spiritual work of the Friars 


PURGATORIAL SOCIETY 
Franciscan Friars of the Atone ment. Graymoor, Garrison. New York Full payment $_________ Partial payment $ 


Dear Father: Enclosed please find enrollment as I have indicated below: 


Living 


Single membership $5.00 ~ Deceased Family membership—Living and Deceased—$25.00 


Enrolled by_ 








Street — = 











“The Kingdom of Heaven 

is like a merchant in search of fine pearls. 
When he finds a single pearl 

of great price, he goes and sells all 


that he has and buys it.” 


Our Blessed Lord told this parable to illustrate 
a spiritual truth. Since most of Our Lord's para 
bles are of their nature obscure, priests are often 
asked the question: “Why did Christ teach in 
Parables, since, quite evidently, His own Dis 
ciples could not understand them?” 

The answer to that question was given by 
two great Luminaries of the Church, Saints 
Augustine and John Chrysostom, many centuries 
ago. Substantially it is this: “By speaking to them 
in parables, Jesus accommodates Himself to the 
mental capacity of His audience.... He stimu- 
lates them to come and question Him, so that by 
their questions they may learn what they do not 


know. And He would have explained His para- 


The Graymoor 


we tell you, also, about a Pearl of great price, 


which is worth selling all that you have, to 
possess. It is an investment for time and eternity. 
For while you live an Annuity Contract will bring 
you a good income from an investment of one 
hundred dollars or more. In the Land beyond 
the stars, it will pay a spiritual dividend through 
the good works that your contract will make 
possible. 

What then, precisely, is the Graymoor An- 
nuity Plan? It is a capital fund constantly in- 
creasing, the revenue from which pays you cash 
dividends while you live from an investment of 
one hundred dollars or more. For example: if 
you are 65 years old you are entitled to receive 
a yearly dividend of 5% on every one hundred 
dollars you invest. Therefore, your dividend on 
every one hundred dollars would be $5.00 each 
vear. Half of this sum, $2.50, would be paid to 


you every six months in a check from Graymoor. 


AnAuity 


y \ 
Girt Conseeer 
ioc: 


bles to the Scribes and Pharisees, as He did to 
His disciples, if they had also questioned Him.” 
When we tell you, our good friends and 


benefactors, about 


\nnuity Contract 


After God calls you to Himself the original sum 
of money sent by vou to Graymoor is devoted to 
the extension of God's Kingdom on earth through 
the erection of Churches, schools, monasteries, 
and the education of worthy young men for the 
priesthood. 

Our booklet giving further details will be 
sent to you upon request. Write today. For the 
pangs of today’s regret are often the penalty of 
yesterday's postponement. 


VERY REVEREND FATHER ANGELUS, S.A. 
Graymoor, Garrison, New York 


Without Obligation, please send me further information 
about your Graymoor Annuity Plan. 


Name ——— 
Address __ 


City Zone State 





